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A SPECIAL LONG COMPLETE STORY OF SCHOOLBOY HOLIDAY ADVENTURE— BY FRANK RICHARDS. 


                      THE FIRST CHAPTER. 


                    Not Lost, but Gone Before!

“HIKING !” said Billy Bunter scornfully. 
  “Just hiking !” assented Bob Cherry. 
  The hikefulness,” remarked Hurree Jamset Ram Singh, “is an atrociously agreeable way of expending a ridiculous holiday.” 
  Billy Bunter sniffed. 
  Hiking was not Billy Bunter’s idea of a holiday. Hiking meant walking. Walking meant exertion. And exertion in any shape or form had never had any appeal for Bunter. 
  “Well, I think you’re silly asses !” he said. 
  “Then you won’t come?” grinned Bob. 
  “No, I jolly well won’t ! The fact is, I’m going home with Mauly for the holidays !” 
  “Ha, ha, ha !” roared the Famous Five of the Remove, 
  Billy Bunter blinked at them through his big spectacles. Why that simple statement of fact evoked a roar of laughter he could not imagine. 
  But it did!  Harry Wharton & Co. yelled. 
  “Blessed if I see anything to cackle at!” said Bunter. “I fixed it with Mauleverer—I mean, Mauly fixed it with me—” 
  “Ha, ha, ha !” 
  “Oh shut up !” hooted Bunter. “Look here, I didn’t come along to hear you cackle!  I’m looking for Mauly! Where’s Mauly? ”
  It was break-up day at Greyfriars School. Some of the fellows were already gone. Others were going. Harry Wharton & Co. had walked down to the school gates to see Lord Mauleverer off in his car. 
  They were walking back to the House when they met Billy Bunter in the quad. They were discussing their hiking plans for the summer holidays, when Bunter butted in. And, as Mauly had arranged to join up, in a few days, for the hike, they found something rather amusing in Bunter’s statement that he was going with Mauly for the holidays. 
  “Have you seen Mauly?” asked Bunter impatiently. “I’ve been looking for him everywhere, Toddy asked me if I’d looked in the dorm; and I looked there, but Manly wasn’t there! Skinner said he’d seen him in the Cloisters and I looked in the Cloisters, but he wasn’t there, either! The silly ass seems to have disappeared somehow.” 
  “Oh where, and oh where can he be ?” sang Frank Nugent. 
  “The wherefulness is terrific! ” grinned Hurree Jamset Ram Singh.  
  “Sure you won’t come hiking, Bunter ?” asked Johnny Bull. 
  “Quite! I wouldn’t be found dead hiking! ” answered Bunter. “When you’re fagging along in the sun and the dust, and being ordered off by farmers, or run in as tramps, you can think of me at Mauleverer Towers, taking it easy! Sorry I can’t take you there with me, but a fellow has to be a bit particular, you know, whom he takes with him when he’s going to stay with a lord.” 
  “Ha, ha, ha !” 
  “Look here,” roared Bunter. 
  “Where’s Mauly?”  
  “Puzzle---find Mauly !” grinned Bob Cherry. 
  “Ha, ha, ha !” 
  “Yah !” snorted Bunter. 
  And he left the Famous Five chortling, and rolled away in search of the elusive Mauleverer. 
  His lordship certainly seemed to have disappeared, Which was not really remarkable, as he was sitting in a car that was doing sixty, and was already ten or twelve miles from Greyfriars. 
  Unaware of that rather important fact, the fat Owl of the Remove hunted up and down and round about for Lord Mauleverer. 
  “I say, you fellows, seen Mauly?” he squeaked, as he came on Skinner and Snoop.  
  “Didn’t you find him in the Cloisters ?“ asked Skinner. 
  “No !” grunted Bunter. 
  “Well, I saw him there! Look again!” 
  “He’s not there, you ass! When did you see him there?” demanded Bunter. 
  “The day before yesterday !”answered Skinner. 
  “The—the—the day before yesterday !” gasped Bunter. “Why, you silly ass—you howling chump—you blithering fathead—” 
  “Ha, ha, ha !” yelled Skinner and Snoop. 
  Bunter rolled on. Coker and Potter and Greene, of the Fifth, were coming away from the House. Bunter called to them: 
  “I say, you fellows, seen Mauleverer of my Form?” 
  Coker looked at him. Coker of the Fifth was not a man to be squeaked at by a fag in the quadrangle. Bunter, in his hurry to find the missing Mauly, had forgotten what a great man Coker was. 
  “Did you speak to me?” asked Coker. 
  “Eh?  Yes! Seen Mauly? ” 
  “The cheek of these fags,” said Coker to his friends, “is the absolute limit! What?” 
  “Kick him !” suggested Potter. 
  “Just what I’m going to do,” answered Coker. 
  And he did. 
Billy Bunter dlid not stop to ask any more questions of Coker & Co. He squealed and fled. 
  “I say, Redwing, seen Mauly?” 
  “No!”
  “Beast! I say, Squiff, seen Mauly? 
  “Lots of times,” answered Squiff of the Remove. 
  “I mean, have you seen him lately?” 
  “Late last night, in the dorm.” 
  “You silly ass !“ roared Bunter. “Do you know where he is now?”
  “No !“ grinned Squiff. 
  “Beast !” 
  Up and down and round about rolled Bunter, an search of Mauly. 
  Harry Wharton & Co. came out of the House again, and Bob Cherry bawled: 
  “Hallo, hallo, hallo! Found Mauly yet, Bunter ?”f
  “No !” gasped Bunter. “I say, you fellows, do you know where he is ? Has his car come yet? He’s going in a car— I mean, we’re going in a car ! Look here, help me to find Mauly, and I’ll give you a lift in his car to Courtfield Station.” 
  Harry Wharton shook his head. 
  “I’m afraid we should lose our train if we waited for Mauly’s car.” he answered, and the Famous Five walked on, laughing. 
  “Beasts!” 
  Bunter rolled into the House! Every fellow he asked about Mauly seemed to take his inquiry as a joke. Bunter was very anxious to find Mauly, but it was clear that Mauly was not anxious to be found. He blinked into Study No. 12 in the Remove, but it was vacant. He blinked into the other studies—they were all deserted by this time. He drew the passages and the lobbies blank, and rolled out into the quad again. 
  A dreadful suspicion was in his mind now, that Mauleverer might have forgotten him, and gone off without him. He might not have remembered Bunter, or he might have remembered not to remember him! 
  The fat Owl blinked round for the Famous Five, but they were gone. Everybody was going or gone, and Mr. Quelch, the Remove master, looking from his study window, stared at Bunter, as if surprised to see him still there! 
  Bunter rolled down to the gates at last, to ask Gosling. The porter would know whether Manly had gone, at any rate. 
  Gosling had an unaccustomed amiable expression on his crusty face. On the last day of term there were tips about. When he sighted Bunter, however, he merely grunted—he did not expect a tip from Bunter. 
To his surprise, the fat junior, in. stead of ignoring his existence, rolled directly up to him. Upon which Gosling summoned up his most amiable expression. If Bunter was going to hand out a tip, Gosling was not the man to discourage him. 
  “Pleasant journey, Master Bunter, sir.” said Gosling. 
  “Oh! Yes!  Seen Mauleverer?” 
  Bunter’s fat hand did not go to his pocket. The amiable expression faded once more from Gosling’s face. It was not a tip. 
  “His lordship’s gorn !” grunted Gosling. 
  “Gone !” yelled Bunter. 
  “Gorn !”said Gosling. 
  “Oh crikey! How long ago? ” 
  “About a hower !” 
  “An hour! Oh! The beast !” gasped Bunter. 
  “He left a note for you, sir !” added Gosling, groping in a pocket. “Left it with me to give you, his lordship did! And ‘ere it is.” 
  “Oh, good!” said Bunter, a little relieved. 
  Mauleverer, after all, had not forgotten him. 
  He took the note and rolled away with it, followed by an emphatic grunt from Gosling. He opened the note and read: 

“Dear Bunter,—As you weren’t about, I’m leaving this for you. I’m joining Wharton and the other fellows next Wednesday for the hike. If you’re keen on it, turn up at the Wheatsheaf at Cowgate, in Surrey, on Wednesday. 
                        “ M”               , 

  Billy Bunter blinked at that note. Mauly was gone—fifty or sixty miles away by that time. And he was joining the other beasts for a hike—and if Bunter was going to spend the holidays with Mauly, he had to hike, tool The feelings of the fat Owl were too deep for words. This was why those beasts had laughed—he knew now why they had laughed ! 
  “Beasts !” hissed Bunter. 
  It was hiking for Bunter—or Bunter Court! Home, sweet home, never seemed to have a very strong attraction for Bunter, in spite of the glories of Bunter Court that he often described. But it was home, sweet home, or hiking —and even home, sweet home, seemed better than hiking! 
  And Billy Bunter, with feelings that could have been expressed in no known language, headed for home, sweet home ! 

                        THE SECOND CHAPTER. 


                                    Mysterious! 

 “ HIGHCLIFFE cads!” grunted Johnny Bull.  
Harry Wharton glanced round.  
  There was a crowd on the platform at Courtfield station.
  Highcliffe School broke up for the summer holidays on the same day as Greyfriars School, so there were naturally a good many Highcliffians about.  Johnny’s inimical glance was fixed on three very elegant youths belonging to Highcliffe—Ponsonby and Gadsby and Monson, of theFourth Form at that school.  
  Pon & Co.  came lounging along the platform, glancing at the Famous Five with the supercilious air they adopted when they desired to make themselves disagreeable---which was fairly often
  “What about tipping their hats off?  ” asked Bob Cherry. 
  “No rags, last day of term.” said Harry. 
  “I never see Pon’s nose without wanting to punch it.” 
  “Well, you punched it the other day, in his study at Highcliffe.” said Harry, laughing. “That will last him till next term.” 
  “It still looks a bit ornamental !” grinned Nugent. 
  “Here’s the train.” 
  The Famous Five packed into a carriage. Bob Cherry stood at the door till it started, shouting to fellows on the platform. He noticed that Pon & Co. stepped into the next carriage, but without giving them any special heed. The train rolled off for Lantham, and the chums of the Remove settled down for the journey. 
  There were plenty of both Greyfriars and Highcliffe fellows on the train; but at Lantham Junction they began to scatter. 
  Harry Wharton & Co. were going to their various homes, to meet later for the hike, when Mauly was to join up. But for a considerable distance their way lay together, and the express bore them westward out of Kent into Surrey. 
  Harry Wharton and Hurree Jamset Ram Singh alighted at Reigate, for Wharton’s home, leaving the other three to continue on their way. 
As they waved good-bye they observed Ponsonby’s face looking out of the train. But the Highcliffe men did not alight, and Wharton and the nabob walked out of the station without giving him any further thought. 
  Johnny Bull was the next to drop out, and then Nugent; and Bob, whose home was in Dorsetshire, was the last member of the Famous Five to remain on the express. 
  There were one or two other passengers in the carriage, but they got out, and Bob was left with it to himself. 
  For a time he looked from the windows and whistled, as the train rolled on; then he remembered that he had a Holiday Annual in his bag, and sorted it out to read. 
  He grunted as he opened it, and frowned. That Holiday Annual was not in a state in which a careful fellow kept his books. That, however, was not Bob’s fault. It had been through Billy Bunter’s hands, and grubby finger- marks were all over it. Even worse than that was the fact that a large number of the pages were scorched brown, as if they had been held to a fire. 
  That reminded Bob of Ponsonby! 
  Pon had taken that book away from Billy Bunter, a few days ago, and Bob had gone to Highcliffe to reclaim it— incidentally giving Pon a terrific thrashing. 
  So far as Bob could see, Pon had “snooped” that book from Bunter, out of sheer Highcliffe impudence. But why he had scorched the pages, while it was in his possession, was an utter mystery. There seemed no sense in such an act, so far as Bob could see. 
  He would not have been surprised had Pon thrown it into the fire, as it belonged to a fellow he disliked. But he could not begin to guess why he had scorched the leaves. The only reason for holding paper to the fire that Bob knew of was to bring to light writing in invisible ink. But Pon could hardly have been looking for anything of that kind in a book that Bob had bought at the newsagent’s in Courtfield. 
  It was a puzzle—but a very irritating puzzle. Bob, naturally, did riot like getting his Holiday Annual back in such a state. 
  However, he settled down to read it. The train stopped again at a station, and the door of his carriage opened. Three fellows came in and sat down, one of them slamming the door quickly, as if to keep others from entering. 
  Bob glanced at them over the top of his book He knitted his brows at the eight of Ponsonby, Gadsby, and Monson. 
  His ruddy, cheery face grew grim. 
  Obviously, the three had intentionally changed into that carriage, after seeing all his friends leave it at earlier stations. 
  That meant trouble! It was certainly not for the pleasure of his society that Pon & Co. had come in. 
  When the train had started again the three moved along, to sit in a row facing Bob. Ponsonby passed his hand lightly over his nose, which still showed signs of having been punched. Pon had not forgotten that punch. 
  Bob affected to take no notice of the three—he was really not keen to begin a row on his way home for the holidays; but he was not reading now, and he was very much on the alert. 
  To his surprise, Cecil Ponsonby addressed him in quite a civil tone: 
“That you, Cherry? Goin’ our way, it seems.” 
  Bob looked up. 
  “Seems so.” he answered dryly. 
  As a matter of fact, Bob Cherry did not believe that his way home was Pon & Co.’s way; it looked to him as if the three Highcliffians had gone out of their way to follow him. 
  “Is that the Holiday Annual that we had a row about?” asked Pon, with a smile, 
  “This is it,” 
  “Bit damaged, isn’t it?” 
  “Yes, rather.” 
  “Well, look here,” said Ponsonby, “it was rather rotten to damage your book while I had it. I’m willin’ to pay for it.” 
  “That’s all right,” said Bob. “I don’t want you to pay for it.” 
  “I mean, I’ll hand over the tin, and you can get a fresh copy.” said Ponsonby. “Let me have that—I’m going hiking these hols, as it happens and I dare say it would, get damaged a bit on the road, as I should take it with me.” 
  “As it happens, I’m going hiking, and I’m going to take it with me,” answered Bob. “As you say, it might get a bit damaged knocking about; so this copy will do as well as a new one.” 
  Pon & Co. exchanged a glance, and Gadsby and Nonson grinned a little. Bob felt like grinning, too; but he suppressed the grin. For some mysterious reason—utterly mysterious to Bob—Pon wanted that particular copy of the Holiday Annual. aiid no other would do. 
That was the meaning of his kind offer to buy a new one for the one he had damaged. 
  There was a pause. Pon, apparently, wanted to get hold of that book by peaceful persuasion, if he could. But Bob had dropped his eyes to the pages again, as if finished with the conversation. 
  He did not find it easy to be civil to a fellow he both disliked and despised; and, at the same time, he did not want trouble unless Pon insisted on it. But he hardly expected that matter to end there—and it did not ! 
  Ponsonby started again. 
  “Look here, Cherry, I want that book !” he said at last, coming out into the open, as it were. 
  “I know you do !” answered Bob coolly. “But it happens to be my book, and you’re not going to have it !” 
  “I’ve made you a fair offer of a new copy for it. Why the dooce can’t you let me have that damaged copy, when you can get a new one at the bookstall at the next station ?” demanded Ponsonby. 
  “Why can’t you get the new one yourself, if you want one?” retorted Bob. 
  “I happen to want that one.” 
  “Well why ?“ demanded Bob, looking Pon full in the face, over the top of the disputed AnnuaL “What’s your reason? You bagged this book from Bunter, by force, like a cheeky bully. You tried to keep it when I came over to Highcliffe to get it back. You put up a fight to keep what did not belong to you. Now you’ve followed me on my way home, to try to get hold of it once more. if you’re not potty. what’s your game?” 
  “1 want that book !“ said Pon. 
  “What is there about this special copy? You’ve got some reason, and you’re up to something. It’s something shady and fishy, or it wouldn’t be you. But what is it?” 
  “Find out !” snapped Ponsonby 
  “Well, until I find out i’m keeping my book,” said Bob. “1 can’t understand what your game is, but you’re up to something. Anyhow, I wouldn’t sell it to you. I don’t want to have anything to do with you at all.” 
  “Will you take a quid for it?” asked Ponsonby, unheeding. 
  “A quid—for a book that can be bought now for five shillings! ” 
  “Yes.” 
  “Well, my hat ! This is gettin mysteriouser and mysteriouser,” grinned Bob. “You’re keen on getting this jolly old Annual, that’s plain. Make it five quids.” 
  Pon paused a moment. 
  “Very well; I’ll make it five quids,” he said. “I’ve got a fiver in my pocket, and I’ll give it to you for that book.” 


                          THE THIRD CHAPTER. 


                                     Hard Knocks ! 


 BOB CHERRY stared blankly at the dandy of Highcliffe. 
  Pon was speaking seriously, Bob could see that; but it was 
difficult for him to behave that the Highcliffe fellow was in earnest. 
  “My hat !“ murmured Gadsby. ‘That’s goin’ rather strong, Pon.” 
  “Jolly strong !” murmured Monson. 
  Ponsonby did not heed the remarks of his friends. His eyes were fixed on Bob Cherry with unmistakable eagerness. 
  Bob after an amazed stare at him, looked at the Holiday Annual on his knees. He turned over the pages and looked at them. What was the mystery of that Holiday Annual? It had been out of his hands on the day that Billy Bunter had borrowed it, until the following day when he had got it back from Pon. What had happened to it, in the meantime, to enhance its value—in Pon’s eyes, to such an amazing extent? 
  So far as Bob could see—nothing! It was, in fact, damaged, and reduced in value. Yet Pon was prepared to give him a five-pound note for it. 
  He would almost have fancied that Poe was wandering in his mind. But it was clear that Gadsby and Monson were in the same game, whatever it was, and all three of them could not have been wandering in their minds at once. There was some secret in that Holiday Annual—something that made Pon desperately anxious to get it into his hands. But, for the life of him, Bob could not guess what it was. 
  Pon took out an elegant notecase, and extracted therefrom a five-pound note— a holiday tip he had received from a relative. 
  “There you are !“ he said. 
  Bob Cherry gave a snort. 
  “Don’t be a silly ass!” he said. “Do you think I’d take your rotten money? If I were going to let you have the book, I should let you have it at the right price. I was only pulling your leg.” 
  “Will you take this fiver for that Holiday Annual ?” 
  “No; I won’t !” 
   Ponsonby replaced the banknote in the notecase, and the notecase in his pocket. His face was growing hard, and his eyes glinting. 
  “You mean that you won’t let me have that book on any terms?” he asked. 
  “I mean exactly that !” answered Bob. “ I’ll have nothing to do with you, Ponsonby. And the more you say, the less I’ll let you have my book ! I can’t make you out. But there’s something jolly fishy about this.” 
  “Suppose you tell him, Pon?” suggested Gadsby. 
  “Shut up, you ass !” said Ponsonby fiercely. 
  “What is there to tell?” grinned Bob. “What happened to this jolly old Annual, while it was out of my hands, to make Pon think it’s worth five pounds?” He chuckled. “Anyhow, if it’s worth a fiver to Pon, it’s worth a fiver to me, I suppose, and I’m keeping it.”
  “I fancy he knows,” said Gadsby, with a suspicious look at Bob. “Bunter may have told him somethin’—” 
  “Shut up, you fooll” roared Ponsonby. “Are you goin’ to give the game away to that Greyfriars cad ? ” 
  “Oh, have it your own way !” said Gadsby sulkily. ‘But if he knows—” 
  “Shut up!”
  Gadsby grunted angrily, and shut up. If Bob had been amazed before, he was astounded now. According to Gadsby’s words, Bunter could have told him something, to account for Pon’s keenness to get hold of that Holiday Annual. If so, Bunter himself was unaware of it for Bunter certainly did not know why Pon wanted the book. 
  “I’ll ask Bunter about it when I see him again.” said Bob, “Anything more to tell me? Might give a fellow a tip.” 
  Ponsonby looked at his watch. 
“This train doesn’t stop again for a quarter of an hour.” he said. “We’re three to one, Cherry, and we’ve got you alone here. I’m willing to do the fair thing if you’ll sell the book—” 
  “I won’t !” 
  “Then we shall take it!” 
  “That’s why you butted into my carriage, is it? ”asked Bob. “Robbery on the railway, by gum ! Do you want me to call a policeman at the next station, and give you in charge!”
  Gadsby and Monson exchanged uneasy glances. 
  Pon gave them a scornful look, 
  “Don’t be soft asses.” he said. “That’s gas! Nobody’s likely to believe that three fellows like us pinched a book worth a few shillin’s. How’s the cad goin’ to prove that it was his book at all? Anybody might have a Holiday Annual to read in the train !” 
  “My name’s written in it.” remarked Bob. 
  “And how long would it take me to tear out the title page?” sneered Ponsonby. “Kick up a row at the station if you like, and all three of us will swear that it’s my book.” 
  “Do you belong to Highcliffe or Borstal?’ inquired Bob. “Per’haps you’ve put your name down for Borstal, when you’re sacked from Highcliffe.” 
  Pon rose to his feet. 
  “Will you hand over that book ? ” 
  “Bow-wow !”
  “Buck up, you fellows !” shouted Pon; and he flung himself at the Greyfriars junior, with clenched hands and gleaming eyes.
  Bob was on his feet in a twinkling. 
  Three to one was long odds; but the champion fighting man of the Greyfriars Remove was not daunted. It was quality against quantity, so to speak, and Pon & Co. wore not the fellows for a desperate fight to a finish. 
  Bob grasped the Holiday Annual with both hands as he jumped up, and brought it down with a crash on Pon’s head as he came jumping to the attack. There was a crunch as Pon’s handsome silk hat crumpled up under the smite, and Pon gave a yell and sat down on the floor. 
  Gadsby and Monson stumbled over him, clutching at Bob. The Greyfriars junior tossed the book on the seat, and his hands flew up. 
He met Gadsby and Monson with left and right. 
  Gadsby got the right in his eye, and Monson got the left under his chin. Both of them went spinning back, and collapsed on the seat they had left, yelling and spluttering. 
  Pon, sprawling on the floor, grasped at Bob’s legs, to drag him down. 
  “Collar him!” he yelled. 
  But Gadaby and Monson were out of it for the moment. And Bob stooped down and seized Pon by his collar. 
  With a swing of his powerful arm he heaved the dandy of Highcliffe to his feet, Pon sagging in his grasp like a sack. 
  Gadsby and Monson were scrambling to the attack when Ponsonby, hurled with all Bob’s strength, crashed into them, and knocked them backwards again. 

 
 The three rolled on the floor together. Bob Cherry, breathing hard, but quite cool, stood with his back against the door of the carriage, the disputed volume in the corner of the seat. He was ready for the tussle to go on. 
  Pon & Co. scrambled up dusty and dishevelled, panting amd gasping. Three to one, they had not expected the combat to run on these lines. They gathered on the other side of the carriage, while the train roared on. Bob watched them coolly, his hands up and ready. Pon’s hat, looking more like a concertina than a hat, lay on the floor between the opposing parties. 
  “Want any more?” askód Bob cheerfully. “We keep it on tap in the Remove, you know, Lots more if you want it.” 
  “Get hold of him!” hissed Ponsonby. 
  “Look here—” mumbled Monson. 
  “I believe I’m goin’ to have a black eye !” moaned Gadsby. 
  “Will you back me up, you funks?” yelled Ponsonby, and he tramped across the carriage at Bob Cherry. 
  The next moment they were fighting. Gadsby and Monson, slowly and unwillingly, followed on. But it was not easy to get at Bob—neither were they keen to get at him. Had Pon kept him occupied long enough, Gaddy and Monson could have scrambled along the seats and joined in, But Pon did not keep Bob busy long. Twenty seconds had not elapsed when a terrific drive landing on Pon’s elegant waistcoat sent him spinning backwards, and he crashed to the floor again. 
  Gadsy and Monson promptly backed off.  They did not want any of the same. Very much indeed they did not. 
  “Oh gad!” gasped Gadsby. “Here, keep off! keep back, you brute! We’ re done!” he yelled in alarm, as Bob made a forward movement. “We give you best! Hands off !” 
  “Ha, ha, ha !” roared Bob. “Sure you won’t have a little more while you’re on the job?” 
  “Oh, go an eat coke!” 
  Gaddy and Monson picked Ponsonby up. They sat him on a seat, where he gasped and mumbled. Pon was as fed up as his comrades, and evidently had no intention of renewing the combat. 
  The train roared into a station and stopped. Gaddy grasped the door. handle. 
  “Let’s get out of this !“ he gasped. 
  He threw the door open, and jumped out, promptly followed by Monson. Ponsonby gave Bob one bitter, savage look, and jumped out after his comrades. Bob Cherry chuckled. 
  As the train rolled on out of the station, leaving the three Highcliffians standing in a dusty, untidy, disconsolate group on the platform, Bob leaned from the window, and waved the Holiday Annual in farewell. 
  Then as Pon & Co. disappeared from his sight, he sat down with the book, and proceeded to go through it—not reading it now, but searching it, to discover what was the mysterious secret that Pon & Co. knew, but which he had no idea of. But if the volume had a secret, Bob was unable to spot it, and he w still in the dark when he reached his journey’s end, and walked into Cherry Place with the Holiday Annual under his arm. 

                          THE FOURTH CHAPTER. 

                          Ponsonby Wants to Know! 

“IT’S queer !” said Harry Wharton.. 
  “The queerfulness is terrific !” agreed Hurree Jamset Ran Singh. 
  It was a few days later, and Harry Wharton, after breakfast in the morning, had a letter in his hand. 
  That letter was written in Bob Cherry’s rather sprawling hand, and it gave an account of Bob’s adventure on the the train home with Ponsonby & Co. 
  The captain of the Remove and Hurree Singh had read it together, and they agreed that it was “queer.” 
   What the thump does Ponsonby went that blessed holiday Annual for so badly?” asked Harry. 
  Hurree Jamset Ram Singh shook his dusky head. 
  “The knowfulness is not great, my esteemed chum.” he answered. “But the wantfulness must be terrific!”  
  Wharton wrinkled his brows in puzzled thought over the letter. The whole thing was a mystery to him, as it was to the other members of the Co. 
  “Whatever the fellow is up to, he means business.” he said. “I should think he’d gone potty only there are other Highcliffe fellows in the game with him. They can’t want the book itself, of course—they could buy one if they wanted one. There’s something in it they want—but what?” 
The nabob shock his head again. Keen as the dusky junior was, he was quite beaten by the mystery of that Holiday Annual. 
  “We’ve all looked in it since Bob got it back from Pon.” went on Harry. “There’s nothing in it—I mean, paper, or letter, or anything. Nothing to account for Pon wanting it. Nothing written in it—” 
  “Unless—” sald the nabob thoughtfully, 
  “Unless what !”  
  Some of the esteemed pages were scorched, having been held to a fire.”
said Hurree Singh. “The whyfulness is not easy to guess, but—” 
  “Seems to me just potty,” said Harry. “Why should Pon have held the pages to the fire? I remember they had a fire in their study the day we went over to Highcliffe for the book—on a blazing hot day. No reason for holding paper to the fire, except to make invisible writing show up—and that’s out of the question.” 
  “Not quitefully.” said Hurree Singh. “The esteemed and rascally Pon must have had a reason—and that is the only reason. The whyfulness is a terrific mystery. But it appears that Pon fancied that there is something written in that esteemed book in invisible ink, and he wants to know what it is.” 
  “But why?” said Harry blankly. “Only Bunter had the book, and lie couldn’t have written in it in invisible ink. If he had, he would say so, too. But he doesn’t know what Pon’s after any more than we do. So far as I know, the book wasn’t out of Bunter’s hands, till Pon snaffled it from him.” 
  “But it may have been.” said the nabob sagely. “It is terrifically plain that that is what Pon thinks; he is after invisible writing in the esteemed book. When there is only one absurd explanation to a ridiculous problem, my esteemed chum, that explanation must be the right one, even if it seems preposterously improbable.” 
  “Well, yes, but— Even if somebody had got hold of the book and written in it in invisible ink, why should it concern Pon? Why the thump should he bother his head about it?” 
  “I give that one up.” grinned the nabob. “But he has a reason, and a preposterously strong reason. I am atrociously glad that the absurd Bob did not let him have the book.” 
  “Same here,” agreed Harry. 
  Wells, the butler, came into the breakfast-room. The two juniors had lingered there to discuss the letter from Bob, after Colonel Wharton and Aunt Amy had gone. 
  “The telephone, Master Harry,” said Wells. “Master Cherry is asking for you.”
  “Thanks, Wells. Come on, Inky !”  
  Wharton put Bob’s letter in his pocket, and went to the telephone cabinet, the nabob following him. Both of them were wondering whether the call meant that Bob had seen something more of the Highcliffe fellows at his home in Dorsetshire. 
  The captain of the Remove took the receiver. 
  “Hallo! That you, Bob?” 
  “That you, Harry?” came back a rather husky voice. 
  “Yes. Not got a cold ?“ 
  “Only a bit of a one—nothing to speak of.” came the husky voice, which was not recognisable as the powerful, ringing voice of Robert Cherry. “I shall be all right for the hike.” 
  “Oh, good !”  
  “But, look here! I’ve forgotten about the meeting-place———” 
  “Wha-a-at” ejaculated Wharton. 
  Hurree Singh, standing close enough to the receiver to catch most of what came from the other end, started. 
  Both the juniors were astonished. 
  Bob’s letter, which they had just been reading, wound up with, “Ta-ta till I see you at Cowgate on Wednesday !” So the statement on the telephone that he bad forgotten the place of meeting was really amazing. 
  “I know it’s rather fatheaded.” went on the husky voice, “but it’s gone clean out of my head I” 
  “Well, you are an ass, old chap.” said the astonished captain of the Remove. “You mentioned it in the letter you wrote yesterday. The Wheatsheaf at Cowgate on Wednesday morning, fathead !” 
  “Yes, yea, of course. I remember now.” 
  “Don’t forgot again, old bean—better write it down, if your memory’s playing you tricks like that,” 
  “Right-ho! I will.” 
  “Seen anything more of those HighCliffe cads?” 
  “Eh?” 
  “That rotter Ponsonby—”
  “What ?“ 
  “I hope you gave it to them hard in the railway-train. Rather lucky for you that they were a set of measly, sneaking junks, as they were three to one.” 
  “You cheeky cad !“ 
  “What?” yelled Wharton. 
  There was a whir on the telephone, as the fellow at the other end rang off sharply. Wharton stared at the instrument blankly. He had never been so astounded in his life. 
  “Is Bob mad?” he gasped, looking round at the nabob, “Did you hear?” 
  “The hearfulness was terrific.”  said Hurree Jamset Rain Singh, with a dusky grin. “Your idiotic leg has been pulled, my worthy chum. It was not the absurd Bob speaking on the phone.” 
  “Wha-a-at ?” Wharton gasped. “Not Bob? But---who was it, then?” 
  “I have a terrific suspicion that it was the excellent and rascally Pois l” grinned the nabob. 
  “Pon !” gasped Wharton. “But what—why—” 
  He realised now that it could not have been Bob speaking. The huskiness of the voice had been assumed to disguise it; and the last remark, it was certain, could not have come from Bob Cherry. Pon, at the other end 0f the wires, had been involuntarily “drawn” by Wharton’s remarks concerning the Highcliffians. 
  “The esteemed rotter’s motive is terrifically clear.” said Hurree Jamset Ram Singh quietly. “He wanted to find out where we are starting on the absurd hike.” 
  “Oh I” said Harry. “My hat! And he tricked me into telling him! But what the dickens does he want to know for?” 
  The nabob laughed. 
  “Because, my esteemed chum he is still after that absurd Holiday Annual. We shall meet the ridiculous Highchiffians while we are hiking.” 
  Harry Wharton nodded slowly. It was fairly certain that the keen-witted nabob had read correctly the meaning of that spoof call on the phone. Pon could have had no other reason. 
  “But—but——” said Harry. “Mean to say you think those rotters will be getting after us—” 
  “It is terrifically certain.” 
  Wharton clenched his hands. 
  “I hope they do !” he said. “We’ll jolly well alter their features a little for them ! I’m fed up with Pon and his cheek. But—I think I’ll ring up Cherry Place, and make sure—” 
  A trunk call to Bob’s home near Dorchester had to be waited for. But when the voice of Major Cherry came through, all was clear. The major informed Wharton that Bob had gone out early that morning, and had not yet oome in, and certainly had not telephoned. That settled the matter. 
  “So we’re going to see Pon & Co. these hole.” said Harry. “They’re after that blessed Holiday Annual—I know Bob’s taking it with him and Pon may have guessed it. Well, if Pon barges in he will get something much less amusing than a Holiday Annual.” 
  And when, early on Wednesday morning, Wharton and the nabob started for Cowgate, it was in the full expectation of seeing something of Pon & Co. when the hike began—and with the fixed determination of making Pon & Co. sorry for the meeting. 


                                THE FIFtH CHAPTER. 


                                   Looking for Trouble ! 

“HALLO, hallo, hallo I” roared Bob Cherry. 
  Bob was first at the rendezvous. 
  An early train had landed him in Surrey, and he had walked to Cowgate, looking very bright and fresh and sunny in his hiking kit. 
  The Wheatsheaf Inn, with its red tiles and gabled windows, and its half-obliterated sign croaking from a branch of a big oak was the most prominent building in the sleepy little village. 
  Bob, standing by the horse-trough in front of the inn, looked this way and that way, like Moses of old, and spotted Frank Nugent and Johnny Bull walking into the village street. His greeting woke most of the echoes of Cowgate. 
  “Oh, here you are !” said Johnny Bull, coming to a halt, and unslinging his rucksack. 
  “Here we are, here we are, here we are again I” sang Bob cheerily.   “Wharton and Inky haven’t turned up yet. Or Mauly!  Mauly will be late, of course. Lots of time, as we’re lunching here before we start.” 
  “Or Bunter !” grinned Nugent. 
  “Catch Bunter coming on a hike; we should have to roll him along like a barrel !” chuckled Bob. “I expect Mauiy will come in a car, and bring his butler ! That’s his idea of a hike.” 
  “Ha, ha, ha!”
  “What about ginger-pop while we wait?” suggested Johnny Bull. 
  “Johnny, old bean, you’re crammed with good ideas !” said Bob. “Ginger-pop’s the very thing ! We’ll sit under the jolly old tree and imbibe, and watch for the other fellows to wander in. ”
  The three juniors set down on a rustic scat under the big oak, and the plump, ruddy-checked waiter brought ginger-beer. There was a whir of a car in the narrow, winding village street. 
  “Mauly, ten to one !” grinned Bob. “Didn’t tell you he’d come in a car? We shall have to persuade him not to take the car on the hike.” 
  The three juniors looked towards the car that came grinding down the rugged street. But it was not Mauly in it. It was a rather handsome Austin car, painted green, with a chauffeur at the wheel, and three fellows sitting inside. And the three fellows were Ponsonby, Gadsby, and Monson, of the Fourth Form at Highchffe. 
  “Highcliffe cads !” grunted Johnny Bull. “What the dickens are they doing here?” 
  Bob Cherry picked up an apple from a dish on the table. But he laid it down again. 
  “No good rowing.” he remarked. “Let ‘em rip !” 
  “They can’t know we’re here.” said Frank. “Don’t begin a shindy, for goodness’ sake, fathead ! They haven’t even seen us. I hope they’re not stopping to lunch at the inn, though.” 
  The green car stopped opposite the Inn. Pon & Co., standing up in the open car, were looking towards the inn, and their glances did not fall in the direction of the three fellows sitting under the shady branches of the oak, half-hidden by the trunk. So far, they had not seen the Greyfriars trio. Bob, who was in exuberant spirits—as usual— had thought of finding a little entertainment by dropping that big ripe apple among them; but he refrained. 
  “That’s the show.” said Ponsonby. His rather eharp voice came clearly to the Juniors under the oak. “That’s the Wheatsheaf.” 
  “Are the cads there yet, I wonder?” said Gadsby. 
  “Well, we’re rather early,” said Monson. “Are we stoppin’ here, Pon, or hangin’ about outside the village for them ?“ 
  Bob Cherry & Co. exchanged surprised glances. They had supposed that chance had led Pon & Co. in that direction; but those remarks were enlightening. 
  ‘Looking for us !” murmured Johnny Bull. 
  “Well, if they’re looking for trouble, we’ll give them all they want, and a little over I” said Bob. 
  “Well,” Ponsonby spoke again, “we want to make sure the cads are turnin’ up. Might ask the landlord if he’s expectin’ five or six disreputable tramps to barge in this mornin’.’ 
  Gadsby and Monson chuckled. “This is the place, right enough. ” went on Ponsonby. “I got it from Wharton on the phone—the fool thought it was that lout Cherry speakin’. I wonder—why, there they are !” 
  Pon, glancing round, sighted the three juniors at the table under the oak-tree, 
  Bob rose to his feet, with a glint in his blue eyes. 
  “Yes, here we are, Pon !” he called out. “This is the lout Cherry ! Are you asking for some more of what you got in the train?” 
  Ponsonby, standing in the car, extracted an eyeglass from his pocket, screwed it into his eye and surveyed the Greyfriars three, a lofty, supercilious, and contemptuous glance. 
  “Yes that’s the gang !” he said. “I’d know the ragamuffins anywhere ! What a crew !” 
  “What a crew !” repeated Gadsby and Monson, grinning. 
  The “crew “ stepped towards the car. Even the pacific Nugent was looking grim, and Bob’s face was red, Johnny’s quite savage. The chauffeur looked at them, and then glanced round at the Highcliffians in the car, Pon murmured a few words in his ear, and the man grinned, and nodded. 
  “You cheeky, cackling popinjay !” said Bob Cherry. “It seems, from what you said that you’ve been looking for us. Well, now you’ve found us. Get out of that car, you worm, and I’ll mop up Cowgate with you.” 
  Pon surveyed him through the eyeglass. 
  “They never wash st Greyfriars, you men.” he remarked, “and judgin’ by their looks they never wash in the holidays, either. What a crew !” 
  “You cheeky ass !” roared Johnny. 
   “Don’t come crowdin’ round the car.” admonished Ponsonby. “We never give money to tramps. Don’t believe in it. ”
  “Oh, give ‘em tuppence !”  said Gadsby. “They look as it they need it.” 
  “Dash it all, make it a tanner !” said Monson. “Look here, you lot, if we give you a tanner apiece, will you spend some of it on soap ?‘ 
  “Ha, ha, ha !”  
  Bob Cherry, with a crimson face, grabbed at the door-handle. His idea was to get hold of the superb Pon, and teach him, by drastic measures, not to be so funny. Pon stooped in the car, and rose again, with a soda syphon in his hands. Before Bob even saw it, he let fly. 
  Squisssssssh! 

  
“Ha, ha, ha !”  yelled Gadsby and Monson, as the soda flew out in a whizzing stream, and landed full in Bob’s face. 
  “Urrrrrggh!” gurgled Bob, as he staggered back, choked and blinded by the sudden stream. 
  “You rotter!”  bawled Johnny Bull, jumping forward. “I’ll—ooogh—gurrgh—wurrrgggh—” The stream from the siphon caught Johnny’s face in turn, and he stumbled back and sat down. 
  The next moment it was turned on Frank Nugent. He jumped back, but 
the stream caught him as he jumped. 
  “Oh !”  piped Nugent. “Ow! Urrrrgggh!”
  There was a final squeak from the syphon. Pon dropped it to the floor, chuckling. The car shot away. 
  Bob Cherry, gouging his eyes, jumped forward again, wild with wrath. But the car shot out of reach. He rushed after it, as it whirred up the village street. 
  Pon & Co. looked back, with grinning faces. 
  Bob came to a halt, and shook a helpless fist as the car vanished out of Cowgate. 
  He walked back to his companions at the Wheatsheaf. The waiter, the ostler, and several idlers were staring on, with grinning faces, apparently amused by the occurrence.  The Greyfriars fellows had not found it amusing. 
  “When I see that cad again—” gasped Bob. 
  “I’ll smash him !”  gurgled Johnny Bull. “I’ll pulverize him! I’ll— ”
  “I’m going to get a wash !”  said Nugent. 
  That, as a matter of fact, was what all three chiefly needed, and they went into the inn to get it. 

                           THE SIXTH CHAPTER. 


                                Bunter, Too ! 
“WILLIAM!  ” 
  Billy Bunter suppressed a groan. 
  When Mr. Bunter addressed his elder son as William it meant that he was displeased with him. 
  He often addressed him as William!  On that glorious August morning most schoolboys on holiday would have been feeling merry and bright. 
  Bunter was feeling neither. 
  Home, sweet home had lost its charms —if any! 
  Bunter Court, and the magnificence thereof, faded on close inspection, into a detached villa in Surrey. The Bunter wealth, close at hand, diminished into a moderate income, which—to judge by Mr. Bunter’s remarks—went chiefly in income-tax !The princely and ducal guests who thronged the stately halls of Bunter Court were never seen within the rather jerry-built walls of Bunter Villa I 
  At Bunter Villa the Owl of the Remove did not mingle in the throng of the happy and the gay I His titled relatives —if any—did not give him a look in. Even the company of his brother Sammy and his sister Bessie, did not delight him. 
  Neither of them realised what a spleltdid brother he was and how proud of him they ought to have been. 
  Bessie Bunter, in fact, had a weary, dreary way of harping on the subject of a half-crown that Billy owed her. Bunter was absolutely sick of the subject; but Bessie never seemed to tire of it.
  Billy was never likely to hear the end of that half-crown—unless he paid it! That resource did not occur to him. 
  Sammy Bunter seemed to regard it as his chief occupation in life to get the last piece of cake before Billy could get it! 
  That was greedy, selfish, and unbrotherIy 
  Mr. Bunter’s company was not largely bestowed on the Bunter tribe. They did not, in point of fact, miss it fearfully; indeed, the brightest moment in the day was when the front door slammed after Mr. Bunter ! 
  Of late Mr. Bunter had not been cheerful. 
  His family gathered from his conversation at the breakfast table that he had been a “bear” 
  Mr. Bunter was a stockbroker, and he was by turns a bull, a bear, and a stag— fearsome animals that haunt the purlieus of Throgmorton Street. 
  On the Stock Exchange you may make huge fortunes by being a bull or a bear at the right moment. Unluckily nobody seems able to spot the rihht moment. 
  Mr. Bunter had been a “bull” of gilt- edged; that is, he had bought Government stocks for a rise. They had gone down. So he had changed his tactics, and became a bear of rubbers—that is, he had sold rubber shares for a fall, to buy them back and net a profit when they tumbled to lower prices. Instead of which they had risen ! 
  This sort of thing was disconcerting to a bull or a bear! Differences had to be met; instead of profits, there were losses ! 
  Having been an unlucky “bear”  on the stock markets, Mr. Bunter had become rather a bear under the family roof-tree. He was, indeed, like a bear with a sore head. 
  Hence the sharp, staccato tone in which he addressed his elder son as “William !”
Apparently. Mr. Bunter was going to have a heart-to-heart talk with William before he started for the City that morning. Bunter could have done without it without feeling the loss. 
  “William!” repeated Mr. Bunter. “You have now been at home a week— more than a week !”  
  “It seems longer than that !” sighed Bunter. 
  “What !”  
  “I—I mean, have I realty been home a week?” said Bunter hastily. “How— how time flies !”
  “You have quarrelled incessantly with your brother Samuel—” 
  “You mean Sammy has quarrelled with me—”
  “I mean nothing of the sort! You have had endless disputes with your sister Bessie—” 
  “You mean, that Bessie always rows with me—” 
  “I do not!” 
  “Oh !”  said Bunter. 
  He sighed! It was hard to be misunderstood at home, just as he was at school; blamed, when it was obvious to Bunter, at least, that there had never been a more blameless fellow in the wide world. 
  “You have caused continual trouble with the cook—”  
  “If she says I had that pie—”  
  “You informed me, William, that you were passing the holidays with your schoolboy friend, Lord Mauleverer. I paid the sum of £2 15s. 9d. at the school outfitters, in order that you might do your friend credit at his expensive home. Yet, ”  said Mr. Bunter, “you are here !”
  Bunter blinked at him! He could not deny it! He was there! 
  I forwarded to you at the school, ”  went on Mr. Bunter, in a deeper voice, “the sum of ten shillings, in order that you might have money in your pocket while passing the holidays with your schoolboy friend. What has become of this sum ? ”  
  Bunter did not answer. He could not at the moment remember whether that ten shillings had gone on jam-tarts or doughnuts. 
  “I require an explanation !” said Mr. Bunter firmly. “Why are you not passing the holidays with this schoolboy friend, as I was led to believe? ”  
  “You—you see—”  stammered Bunter. 
  “On the other hand, I do not see!” snapped Mr. Bunter. 
  “The beast—”  
  “What—who——” 
  “I mean Mauhy.” groaned Bunter. “It turned out that he was going on a hike—walking tour, you know—hoofing it—and—and, of course, I couldn’t take that on!”  
  “Why not ? ”  
  “Eh ?”  Bunter blinked at his parent.
   “Walking !”  he repeated, as if that explained everything. “Walking, you know! Slogging about on foot !”  
  “Laziness.” said Mr. Buster, “is your incurable weakness, William. Hiking is just the thing for you!”
  “Oh lor’ !”  
  “Healthy, manly, sturdy, hygienic, and—and cheap!” said Mr. Bunter. “It will make a man of you, William! I am surprised at you ! At least, I am shocked at you—extremely displeased, William ! !”
  “You—you see—” 
  Mr. Bunter rose. 
  “Is this—this hike, as you call it, now going on? ”  he asked. 
  “They’re starting to-day from a place called Cowgate, about twenty miles from here,” mumbled Bunter. 
  “Join them !”  said Mr. Bunter. 
  “B-b-but-——” 
  “Lose no time!”
  “It’s jolly hot weather for walking !”  groaned Bunter. 
  “1 trust,” said Mr. Bunter, “that you will enjoy your holidays with your schoolboy friends, William! I am sure you will! Loafing about in laziness is bad for you—extremely bad! The housekeeping bills have increased to an absolutely alarming extent since you have been home. William, you are fat and lazy! I am delighted to hear that you are going hiking! it is a splendid thing—exactly the thing for you !Start this morning. !”
  “Oh crikey!”  
  “As I shall not see you when I return, William, I will say good-bye now.” 
  “Oh lor’ !”
  “Good-bye, my boy !  Enjoy yourself !”
  “I—I—I say, I shall want my fare to Cowgate— ”
  “You may use the ten shillings I sent you for pocket-money !”
  “Oh crumbs !” 
  Mr. Bunter rolled away, and the door slammed behind him. 
  “Oh lor’ !”  said Bunter, 
  Home, aweet home had been the only alternative to hiking!  Now that alternative was taken away. It was hiking or nothing ! Billy Bunter sorted through his pockets for cash. If he was going hiking, he had to get to Cowgate before the fellows started. His available cash consisted of a French penny and a bad halfpenny. These financial resources, it was clear, would not pay his way twenty miles. 
  But Bunter was a fellow with many resources. On the railway you had to take a ticket before you started; and railways, therefore, were no use to Bunter on the present occasion. In a taxicab, on the other hand, you paid at the end of the journey—or somebody else did ! Anyhow, you arrived at your journey’s end before the trouble started ! That, at least, was so much to the good! 
Billy Bunter rang up the cab-rank for a taxi. And when he was sitting in that taxi, rolling away to Cowgate, he could only hope that he would be in time to catch the fellows before they started on the hike, and that they would have enough loose cash about them to settle with the taxirnan. 


                           THE SEVENTH CHAPTER. 

                                Bunter is Pleased ! 
“I SAY, you fellows !”
  Harry Wharton jumped. 
  So did Hurree Jamset Ram Singb. 
  Swinging along cheerily, in light hiking attire, rucsack on back, the two juniors were within a mile of the village of Cowgate, when a car buzzed on the road behind them, and they stepped to the roadside to let it pass. 
Instead of passing, it slowed and stopped. 
  And as it stopped a fat faoe looked out, a large pair of spectacles caught the gleam of the August sun and a fat and familiar voice hailed them. 
  “Bunter !”  exclaimed Harry Wharton. 
  “The esteemed and ridiculous Bunter !”  ejaculated Hurree Jamset Rain Singh. 
  Billy Bunter grinned at them from the taxi. 
  He was pleased by this meeting, 
  Evidently he was in time to join up before the hikers started, as Wharton and Hurree Singh had not yet reached the rendezvous. 
Hiking attracted Bunter no more than before. But it was not a matter of choice now; he had to hike. And as he had to hike, he was glad that he was in time to join the hikers. 
  “Jolly glad to see you fellows !”  said Bunter heartily. “I say, I’ve missed you a lot since we broke up at Greyfriars.” 
  “Have you ?” asked Wharton, rather surprised to hear it. 
He had not missed Bunter. 
  “Fearfully !”  said Bunter. “You see, you’re such a nice chap, Wharton  —”
  “Eh ?” 
  “Such a good temper, and such pleasant manners  —”
  “What?” 
  “That a fellow misses you terribly,” said Bunter, blinking at him. 
  Wharton gazed it the fat Owl. Why Bunter was laying it on with a trowel like this was past his comprehension. 
  It had not occurred to him, so far, that Bunter wanted somebody to pay the taximan at Cowgate. 
  “Same with you, Inky.” said Bunter. “I hardly know how I’ve got through the time since I left you, old chap. ”  
  “The esteemed Bunter is a terrific flatterer.” said the nabob solemnly. 
  “Not at all, old fellow! I say, hop in  —”  said Bunter. “Lots of room!  You’re going to Cowgate, of course— it’s right ahead. I’ll give you a lift.” 
  “We’re going to hike —”  
  “You’re not hiking yet. May as well start fresh,” urged Bunter. “We want to be fresh, you know, when we start the hike.” 
  “We ?”’, repeated Wharton. “Are you coming, after all, then?” 
  “You didn’t think I’d let you down, did you?  ” said Bunter reproachfully. “Hardly ! I’ve had a pressing invitation from Smithy—he wanted me to go on his father’s yacht with him, but I said it couldn’t be done.” 
  “You mean Smithy couldn’t be done ?” queried Wharton. 
  “No.” roared Bunter, “I don’t! Look here, you beast!” 
  Harry Wharton laughed. 
  “All serene, old fat bean ! Roll on, and tell them at the Wheatsheaf that we’re coming on.” 
  “Oh, rot  —” said Bunter. “Hop in, I say ! Dash it all, 1 haven’t seen you for a long time, old chap. I’ve turned down a lot of things to join in this hike. Only this morning the pater asked me if I’d care for a run to Norway in his—his steam-yacht. “No, ”  I said, “Mauly expects me, and I’m sticking to Mauly—and my other pals.’ My very words  —”  
  “My dear old fat bean, turn that taxi round and rush back” advised Wharton. “Hiking’s all right; but a yacht-jug trip to Norway —”  
  “I don’t care much for it!” said bunter carelessly. “A fellow gets fed Up on expensive things, grandeur, and all that ! We’ve been keeping it up at Bunter Court—throngs of people, no end of nobs, you know—one of the princes yesterday. Of course, it’s all right, but a fellow gets tired of it—it makes a fellow sort of long for the simple life—simple pleasures and all that. Hop in—I’m taking you as far as Cowgate. 1 simply won’t take no for an answer, Now get in !”
  Bunter threw open the door of the taxi. 
  Harry Wharton and the nabob exchanged a glance and a grin, and stepped in. The taxicab ran on again towards Cowgate. 
  “Fine to be together again, what ?“ said Bunter beaming. 
  He felt that the taxi fare was safe now’ 
  “Oh, fine !” said Wharton gravely. 
  “The finefulness is terrific I” 
  “I suppose we shall lunch at Cowgate before we start ?“ asked Bunter, with a touch of anxiety. 
  “I think that’s the arrangement.” 
  “Good ! Might do a mile after lunch, before we camp.” said Bunter. 
  “A whatter?” 
  “A mile. No good slacking, you know.” said Bunter. “If we hike, we hike!  Let’s do a mile a day.” 
  “We shall be doing a good many miles a day, I hope.” said Harry, laughing. “If you think you’ll get fed up —”
  “Oh, not at all ! After all, I’m the best walker in the Remove, you know. I expect I shall walk your legs off.” said Bunter calmly. “I say, you fellows, I’ve seen in the paper that those two chaps have gone to chokey.” 
  “What two chaps?” 
  “Those smash-and-grab men at Courtfield. You remember the smash-and-grab raid a few days before the vac. They bagged a bagful of jewellery from old Lazarus’ shop.” 
  “Oh, I remember! ”  said Harry, with a nod. “ Micky the Sprat and Skid Smith—I remember seeing it in the paper.” 
  “They never got the stuff back,” said Bunter. ‘ I say, there’s a stack of jewellery and stuff parked somewhere near Courtfield. The smash-and-grab man sticks to it that he lost it swimming in the river when he was trying to get away. That’s all gammon, you know. He’s stuck it somewhere to bag again when he comes out of ahokey. He looked jolly sly, I remember. Awfully deep rotter ! Why, he took me in !” added Bunter, as a convincing proof of the deep slyness of Micky the Sprat. “Told me he was a hiker, you know, and I thought he was. Got me to take a message to the other beast—only the bobbies nabbed him before I got to Lantham, and I never spoke to him after all. 
  “And all the time he was a smash-and-grab man, and the police were after him. If I’d known it at the time when he spoke to me in the wood, I’t have collared him and marched him to the police station —”  What are you cackling at? Blessed if I see anything to cackle at I” 
  The two juniors chuckled. They could not quite see Billy Bunter collaring the smash-and-grab man of Courtfield, and marching him to the police station ! 
  A green car came whizzing from the village ahead, passing the taxi at a great rate. 
  Harry Wharton glanced at it as it passed, and started a little at the sight of the three well-dressed fellows inside,. 
  “Pon & Co., he remarked. “They’ve come through Cowgate. They’re on the spot to see us start, Inky.” 
  The nabob nodded, staring curiously after the green Austin as it disappeared along the country road, 
  “I say, you fellows, was that Pon?” asked Bunter, blinking round through his spectacles, “Cheeky rotter—you remember he grabbed Bob’s Holiday Annual away from me on Courtfield Common. I’d have given him a jolly good hiding, only—only—” 
  “Only he mightn’t have let you ? ”  suggested Wharton gravely. 
  “Oh, really, Wharton!  I say, have you heard that there’s a reward out for that stuff?” 
  “What stuff ?” 
  “That stuff the smash-and-grab man got away with at Courtfield. They don’t believe that he lost it in the river. It says in the paper that the insurance company are offering fifty pounds reward for anyone who finds it. Old Lazarus had his stock insured, it seems, and it’s the insurance company that loses the money.  I’ve got an idea.” 
  Bunter paused impressively. 
  “We’re going hiking. he said. “Why not hike round Courtfield and look for that stuff? Fifty pounds ain’t to be sneezed at ! Jolly good idea, what?” 
  “Oh, ripping !“ said Harry. “But we’re going west when we start, and Courtlield is about a hundred miles the other way.” 
  “I think we’d better go that way,” said Bunter. “In fact, 1 think I shall insist on it, Wharton.” 
  “Bow-wow!  ” 
  “Look here you cheeky ass  —” 
  “Hallo ! here we are in Cowgate, and there’s the Wheatsheaf! And there’s old Bob, and the other fellows.” 
  The taxi stopped outside the Wheatsheaf. Bob Cherry and Nugent and Johnny Bull, newly washed after their encounter with Pon & Co., came up. 
  Billy Bunter rolled out of the taxi. 
 “Manly here yet 7” be asked. 
  “Not yet.” 
  “We shall have to wait for him.” said Bunter. “Can’t start without Manly. I’ll hop in and phone home.” 
  “There’s no telephone here,” said Bob. 
  Bunter did not seem to hear that. He rolled into the Wheataheaf, and disappeared from sight. 
                                                     — 

                                 THE EIGHTH CHAPTER. 

                                      Beastly for Bunter! 

HARRY WHARTON Co. stood in a cheery group under the big 
oak in front of the Whcatsheaf. 
  There was no sign of Manly yet, but there was plenty of time for his lordship to arrive before lunch. The juniors had plenty to tell one another, and they chatted under the wide- spreading branches of the oak, and refreshed themselves with ginger-pop. Billy Bunter had not been seen since he had rolled into the inn ; but his cormpany was not sorely missed—by the juniors, at all events. The taximan seemed to be getting a little anxious about him. 
  He came over to the Famous Five at last, touching his cap. 
  “If the car’s wanted again, gentlemen —”  he said. 
  “Not that I know of,” answered Harry. 
  “Well, I’d better be getting back, then. The clock’s ticking all this time. Where’s the young gentleman?  ” 
  “Bunter  —”  roared Bob. “Hallo, hallo, hallo ! Bunter! ” 
  But answer there came none. 
  “It’s twenty-four and nine.” remarked the taximan. “ P’r’aps the waiter would call the young gentleman, if he’s forgotten.  ” 
  The ruddy waiter was coming out with fresh supplies of ginger-beer.   Bob asked him to speak to Bunter when he went back into the inn. 
  “Where has the blithering owl got to?” asked Bob. “He’s generally well to the fore when there’s ginger-pop going.” 
  “Not when there’s cab fares to be paid.” remarked Johnny Bull drily.
  “Oh, my hat!”
  The waiter came back.
  “The young gent’s taking a rest, sir.” he explained.  “He’s sent a message.  Will one of you young gents pay the taxi fare?”
  “Take a message back.” grinned Bob.  “Tell him that nobody is going to pay the taxi fare, and that if he doesn’t hold out, the taximan will come in after him.”
  The ruddy waiter grinned, and disappeared again.  A few minutes later Billy Bunter rolled into view.  He looked cross.
  “I say, you fellows, it’s a bit thick, disturbing the chap when he’s taking a rest.  He grunted.  “Haven’t you paid the taxi fare, Wharton?”
  “No, you fat brigand!”
  “Haven’t you, Inky?”
  “The answer as in the ridiculous negative.”
  “The taxi driver began to assume a grim expression.  The Famous Five glared at Bunter.
  “Pay the man and let him go!” growled Johnny Bull.
  “Oh, all right!  How much?” asked Bunter
  “Twenty-four and nine.”
  “You needn’t have bothered me about such a trifling amount.  But perhaps you haven’t a quid or two about you.” said Bunter, with a sneer.  He ran his hands through his pockets.  “Can you change a fiver, my man?”
  “No.” said the man; “I can’t!  ”
  “Well, look here.  ” said Bunter.  “One of you fellows pay the man, will you, and I’ll settle when I change a banknote.  Give him half a crown over.”
  “That’s all right.” Said Johnny Bull grimly. “I can change a five-pound note for you, Bunter .”
  “If you got five quids about you, Bull, yo+u needn’t have disturbed me for this trifle. For goodness’ sake, pay the man and let him go !” 
  Billy Bunter turned away as if that wasthe finish. 
  But it was not the finish. Johnny Bull grabbed him by the collar, and jerked him back. 
  “The man’s waiting to be paid,” remarked Johnny. 
  “Ow!  Beast! Leggo —” 
  “Look here, Bunter  —”  began Wharton. 
  “Oh, shut up ! ”  snapped Bunter. “Do you think I’m going to bilk the man? Give a fellow a chance to get a banknote out of his pocket.” 
  Bunter was given a chance to get a banknote out of his pocket. He went through pocket after pocket; but no banknote came to light. 
  The fat Owl gave a sudden, dramatic start. 
  “Oh, my hat ! ”   he exclaimed. “I’ve left my notecase at home.” 
  “Anything in it?” asked Johnny Bull sarcastically. 
  “All my banknotes,” answered Bunter. 
  “Oh crikey!  ”  
  “All my currency notes, too. And I hardly think I’ve got any change about me.” said Bunter thoughtfully. He ran his hands through his pockets again. “Let’s see—I have six or seven half-crowns. No, I remember I tipped them to a beggar. Of course, I shouldn’t have missed them; but as I’ve left my notecase at home, it’s a bit awkward. What’s going to be done?” 
  Billy Bunter blinked seriously at the Famous Five as he propounded that problem, 
  Looks to me as if the taximan is going to be done,” remarked Bob.     “But I judge by his expression that it will cause something in the nature of trouble.” 
  Bob judged correctly. A truly ferocious expression was growing, and intensifying, on the countenance of the taxi-driver. Perhaps he had met bilks before, and was not pleased to meet one more. 
  “Twenty-four-and-nine ! ”  said the taximan. “I’m waiting ! ”  
  “You will be paid” said Bunter haughtily. 
  “You can lay to that!” said the taxi-man, with emphasis. 
  “In the circumstances, one of you fellows had better lend me the money,” said Bunter. “If not —”
  “No if about it! ” said Johnny Bull. “If not, the man will have to wait till Mauly gets here.” said Bunter. “Mauly will lend me the money like a shot. Of course, it will come a bit more expensive if he has to wait. Mauly may be late. You know Mauly.” 
  “I’m waiting to be paid.” said the taxi-driver. ‘ P’r’aps one of you could tell me whether there’s a police station in the village?” 
  “I say, you fellows —”  
  “You fat scoundrel —”  
  “Oh, really, Wharton!  I’m not the fellow to make a fuss about sordid trifles, but I must say it’s rather thick to ask me to pay for your taxi.” said Bunter warmly. 
  “What?” roared Wharton. 
  “Not that I’d mind, if I hadn’t left my notecase at home. Nothing mean about me, 1 hope. But as I happen to have left my money behind, I simply can’t do it—and that’s that!  It’s up to you and Inky. Dash it all, you came here in the taxi, didn’t you ? “ demanded Bunter. 
  “Oh, my esteemed hat!  ” ejaculated the nabob. 
  Harry Wharton looked fixedly at the Owl of the Remove. Then he slid his hand into his pocket. 
  “Don’t be an ass!  “ said Johnny Bull. “That fat villain’s taken a taxi with no money to pay the fare. Let him get run in.” 
  “Beast !” 
  Harry Wharton turned to the taxi-man. 
  “I’ll pay.” he said. “And I’ll make it thirty bob if you’ll take that fat slug, and drop it on the road five miles from Cowgate.” 
  The taximan grinned. 
  “I say, you fellows, wharrer you mean ? ”  roared Bunter. “Think I can walk five miles back here?” 
  “I jolly well know you can’t!” answered Harry. “That’s why you’re going to be dropped five miles away.” 
  “Why you—you—you beast  —”
  “Good egg! ” said Johnny Bull heartily. ‘On those conditions, we’ll all stand our whack! Pleased!  ” 
  “The pleasefulness will be terrific!  ” 
  “Hear, hear ! ”  
  “Good egg!  ” 
  “You silly asses ! ”  howled Bunter, in alarm. “I’m not going in the taxi ! I should miss you altogether  —”
  “That’s what we want! ” 
  “Beast!  ” roared Bunter. 
  “Hop in! ” 
  “Shan’t! ” 
  “You can please yourself about that, of course.” said Harry. “But if you don’t go in the taxi, Bunter, we don’t pay. In fact, you’ll have to go in the taxi, anyhow, as the man will want to drive you to a police station to give you in charge for bilking.” 
  “You can lay to that!  ” said the taxi-man. 
  “I—I say, you fellows  —”  
  “Hop in!  ” 
  “If you mean that you don’t want my company on this hike  —”        
  “You’ve got it!  ” 
  “But think of Mauly!  ” urged Bunter. “Think what Mauly will feel like, if he turns up and finds that I’m not here! Think of that!” 
“We’re thinking of it.” assured Wharton. “Quite glad to give Mauly such a pleasant surprise.” 
  “Beast! ” 
  Billy Bunter blinked at face after face. All were adamantine. The taximan made a movement towards the unhappy Owl of the Remove. 
  “Getting in?” he asked. 
  “No!  ” gasped Bunter. 


  “Then I’m going to chuck you in!  ” said the taximan grimly. “ You’re going to the nearest police station, you are! ”  
  “Oh, lor’!  I—I—I’ll get in, if—if you fellows will pay that beast !” groaned Bunter. “ I say  —”
  “Hop in!  ” 
  Billy Bunter crawled into the taxicab. He had chanced it once too often. 
  Harry Wharton closed the door on him. 
  “Five miles from the village before you drop him,” he said. 
  “ Leave it to me, sir ! ”  said the taximan. 
  “Good-bye, Bunter !” 
  “Beast!  ” 
  A pound note and a ten shilling note were handed to the taximan. It was, perhaps, worth it, to lose the fascinating society of William George Bunter. The driver took his seat. Bunter’s fat face and spectacles blinked from the window. 
  “I say, you fellows  —”
  “Good-bye!” 
  “Lend me half-a-crown, you beasts! ”  shrieked Bunter. “I shall have to get a train home from somewhere! ” 
  Harry Wharton smiled, and tossed a half-crown into the taxi. Billy Bunter shook a fat fist by way of thanks, and the taxi rolled out of Cowgate with him. Somebody had paid for the taxi, as Banter had hoped and expected. But the taxi was bearing him away again, as he had neither expected nor hoped. And as the taxi bore him whizzing away, Billy Bunter realised as he had often sadly realised before, that it was a beastly world, chiefly populated by beasts, and himself almost the only really decent fellow in It! 

                              THE NINTH CHAPTER. 

                                 A Happy Meeting! 
 “HI! ”
  Bunter did not heed that shout. 
  “Hi! ”
  The fat junior did not even turn his head. 
  Bunter was sitting on a grassy bank, under a tree, by the side of a lane, five good miles from the village of Cowgate. 
  There the taximan, carefully following instructions, had dropped him, and driven off, with a grin on his face—a grin that Billy Bunter could only consider unfeeling, in fact, absolutely heartless. 
  The taxi and its driver had long since disappeared. Bunter was left on his lonely own, in a solitary countryside, which seemed to have no population but himself, a cow in an adjacent field, and a wandering dog. 
  Bunter had been sitting on that grassy bank for half an hour, in the lowest of spirits. To rejoin the hikers, he had to cover five miles—which, of course, was out of the question. Even if he survived, they would be gone before he could get back to Cowgate. And he was quite, quite sure that the beasts would leave no clue by which he might follow their trail. 
  There was no railway station anywhere near Cowgate, as, of course, Wharton jolly well knew when he tipped him the parting half-crown.     There was no railway station anywhere near Bunter, for that matter; he had a long walk before be could get a train home! Really it was hard luck—and all because he had landed a taxi-fare of twenty-four shillings and ninepence on the beasts ! 
  Sitting on the grassy bank, Bunter heard a car coning along without heeding it.  He heard the car halt, and heard the driver’s voice hailing him with a loud “Hi!” still without heeding. Thrice the driver called out “Hi!  ” and sounded his horn sharply, to draw Bunter’s attention, and at last the fat junior blinked round irritably. If some silly ass didn’t know his way about, he could hunt for it without bothering Bunter!  The Owl of Greyfriars blinked in annoyance at the halted car, and the chauffeur. 
It was a very handsome car, with a chauffeur in livery. It looked quite an expensive turn-out. Inside sat a single passenger, leaning back, with a straw hat tilted over his face, apparently dozing. He seemed to take no interest in the circumstance that the chauffeur did not know the way. No doubt he considered that the way would be found sooner or later. 
  “Here!” called out the chauffeur. “I say!” 
  “What do you want?  ” rapped Bunter. 
  “There doesn’t seem to be a signpost for miles and miles, sir.” said the chauffeur civilly. “I’m looking for a village called Cowgate.” 
  Bunter sat up and took notice. 
  “Cowgate?” he ejaculated. 
  “Yes, sir. Know the place?” 
  Bunter grinned. He detached his fat person from the grass. If he told this lost chauffeur the way to Cowgate, it was going to be on condition that the man gave him a lift there !
  “Oh, yes!  ” he answereL “In fact, I came from Cowgate an hour ago—only I’ve sent the car home. I was going to walk back. But I dare say you could give me a lift.” 
  The chauffeur eyed him. He was looking for directions, not for passengers. He glanced round at the fellow in the car. But that fellow wu still taking life easily, under the shelter of the straw hat, and did not stir. Then he looked at Bunter again. 
  “You’d better ask his lordship!  ” he said at last. 
  Apparently it was a nobleman in the car. 
  “Oh, all right !” said Bunter cheerfully. 
  He rolled across to the car, and blinked at the fellow inside—discerning now that it was a boy, though he could not see his face. 
  “I say!  ” squeaked Bunter. 
  “Oh gad !” came a startled ejaculation under the straw hat. 
  Bunter jumped! He knew that voice! 
  “Mauly !” he yelled. 
  The youth in the car sat up, removing the straw hat. The familiar face of Lord Mauleverer of the Greyfriars Remove looked at Bunter. Billy Bunter’s little, round eyes danced behind his big, round spectacles. This was luck! 
  “Oh gad! Bunter !” said Mauleverer. 
  “Yes, old chap!” grinned Bunter. “Jolly glad to see you, Mauly !”
  “What are you doin’ here, old fat bean?” 
  “Oh, really, Mauly !” said Bunter reproachfully. “Didn’t we fix it up to go hiking together these hols? ” 
  “You’re really going hikin’?” Mauleverer did not look overjoyed. 
  “Yes, rather!  I wouldn’t let you down, old chap !” said Bunter affectionately. “Did you think I wouldn’t come?” 
  “Yaas !” 
  “I wouldn’t disappoint you, old fellow,” said Bunter, “Smithy asked me to go on a trip with him to—to Scotland, but I told him it couldn’t be done. I told him I couldn’t let you down.” 
“Is there still time for you to join up with Smithy?” asked Lord Mauleverer anxiously. “I’d let you off, old bean.” 
  Bunter, deaf to that remark, climbed into the car. He plumped down beside the schoolboy earl. 
  “I’ve just been at Cowgate, Mauly.” he remarked. “The other fellowa are there now. I came out to meet you on the way. They were too jolly lazy; but I said somebody ought to meet you, and I came.” 
  “Oh gad !” said Mauly, in astonishment. “But we’ve lost the way to Cowgate. How did you know which road to look for me on?” 
  “Oh!  I—I mean—I came along to look round, you know, and see if I could see anything of you !” said Bunter. “The fact is, I shouldn’t have cared to join the party, Mauly, if you hadn’t turned up. I can’t say I like the crowd much—rather a measly lot you know.” 
  “I don’t !” said Mauleverer. 
  “There’s already been a sordid discussion about money.” said Bunter. “Not the sort of thing I like.” 
  “You’ve been diddling them already I” asked Mauleverer. 
  “Oh, really, Mauly—” 
  “If the young gentleman knows the way to Cowgate—” hinted the chauffeur. 
  “Oh, yes!” Bunter gave directions, and the car moved on again. The fat junior settled down comfortably beside Lord Mauleverer, looking very merry and bright. Mauleverer for some reason unknown to Bunter, was not looking merry or bright. “I say, Mauly, lucky I met you, wasn’t it?” 
  “Oh, frightfully !” 
  “If those beasts make any fuss— “Of course, you’ll stick up for me, as 
my pal,” said Bunter. “There’s been a bit of an argument. Wharton wanted me to pay for his taxi. You know how fellows land things on me because I’m easy-going in money matters. ” 
  “No !” 
  “Oh, really, Mauly !” I’d have paid, but it was the principle of the thing, you know,” explained Bunter. “I said.’No, there’s a limit, and that’s the limit! Pay for your taxi yourself!’ My very words !” 
Lord Mauleverer looked at him. 
  “Have you been tryin’ to diddle the fellows over a taxi fare?” he asked. 
  “Beast !” roared Bunter. 
  Lord Mauleverer chuckled.  Billy Bunter snorted. And the car ran into Cowgate and stopped at the Wheatsheaf. 
                                               — 
                             THE TENTH CHAPTER 
                                           Hiking! 
“BUNTER !” 
  Five voices pronounced that name in a sort of chorus. 
  Lord Mauleverer stepped from the car. Billy Bunter stepped after him, with a defiant blink through his spectacles at the Famous Five. 
  “The esteemed and ridiculous Bunter !” exclaimed Hurree Jamset Ram Singh. 
  “Turned up like a bad penny !” growled Johnny Bull. “Kick him out again !” 
  “Where on earth did you pick up that fat oyster, Mauly?” 
  “What rotten luck !” 
  “Sorry, you men” said Lord Mauleverer politely. “Have you been kickin’ Bunter out? He seems to be keen on the hike, an’ I believe it was arranged that he should hike if he wanted to hike. I mean, Bunter arranged it. Think you can manage to stand him?” 
  “Oh, really, Mauly —”
  “Oh let him rip !” said Harry  Wharton. “I expect he will crock up at the first mile, anyhow.” 
  “We’ll leave him for dead on the road  —”  agreed Bob. 
  “I say, you fellows  —”
  |Shut up, Bunter  —”  
  “Do let a fellow speak  —”  roared Bunter. “You fellows are like a sheep’s head, all jaw! My pal Mauly is hungry after his journey, and it’s time for lunch!  You can jaw after lunch, if you want to jaw, see?” Bunter slipped a fat arm through Mauly’s. “Come on, old chap !” 
  Mauly gently detached his arm. 
  “Go in an’ begin, Bunter!”  he suggested. 
  “Oh, all right !“ 
  Bunter rolled into the inn. 
  Lord Mauleverer gazed at the hikers with a thoughtful expression on his noble face. 
  “What about keepin’ the car?” he murmured. 
  The juniors grinned_ 
  “Nothing about keeping the car.” answered Bob. 
  “ Might be useful 
  “ Fatlead!  ” 
  “Well, how am I goin’ to carry my bags an’ things?” 
  “That’s an easy one! ”  chuckled Bob. “ You’re not going to have any bags and things.” 
  “Ha, ha, ha!  ” 
  “You’re going to get into hiking outfit, and carry what you can pack into a rucsack—and that’s the lot ! See?” 
  “ Yaas. But  —”
  “I see you’ve got a hatbox in the car. Were you going to hike in a silk topper?” 
  “Well, a fellow might want a topper. You see  —”
  “We’ll take the topper.” said Bob. “It will do to carry potatoes in.” 
  “Ha, ha, ha !” 
  “I—I—I’ll send the hatbox back the car,” said Lord Mauleverer hastily.   “Jackson, there’s a hikin’ outfit in one of those bags. Would you mind sortin’ it out?” 
  The chauffeur sorted it out. 
  There was a lurking grin on Jackson’s face, well trained chauffeur as he was. Perhaps he saw something comic in the idea of Lord Mauleverer hiking. 
  “ I suppose I can change in the inn.” said Lord Mauleverer. “ If you fellows likcd, we’d let Jackson follow in the car in—in case anybody got tired. Bunter might !” added his lordship thoughtfully. 
  “Ass!”
  “Well, I’ll go in an’ change,” said Mauly, and he picked up his bag and went into the Wheatsheaf. 
  There was a grave and thoughtful expression on Mauly’s noble face.     The other fellows were grinning. 
  Having changed, Manly turned out in hiking garb, and certainly looked very fit and good-looking in it. The bag containing the elegant attire ho had discarded was placed in the car. 
  Harry Wharton & Co. went into the inn, leaving Mauleverer to give his instructions to the chauffeur about returning to Mauleverer Towers. 
  Mauly was rather a long time giving those instructions. He seemed to be very careful indeed about them. Bob Cherry came to the inn doorway and bawled to him. 
  “Hallo, hallo, hallo I Don’t you want any lunch, Mauly?” 
  “Eh?  Yaas ”  You understand, Jackson? ”
  “Perfectly, my lord!  ” said the chauffeur, with the lurking grin more pronounced on his clean-shaven face. 
  Mauleverer came into the Wheatsheaf, and joined the other fellows at lunch. Jackson sat in the driving-seat, and the car buzzed out of Cowgate and was gone. 
  “I say, you follows, this isn’t bad prog !” remarked Billy Bunter. “Plain but good! After all, a fellow gets fed- up on twelve-course dinners and a lot of footmen hanging about!  What?” 
  “Fathead!  ” 
  “Of course, you fellows aren’t accustomed to such things.” said Bunter. “It’s rather different with Mauly and me. Our social standing is a bit higher, isn’t it, Mauly?” 
  “No !” 
  “Oh, really, Mauly!  ”
  “Shut up, old bean.” said Mauleverer gently. “I’ve landed you on these chaps, but you can’t expect them to stand it if you jaw ! Be reasonable” 
  “Why. you cheeky beast —”  
  “Speechfulness is silvery, but silence is the cracked pitcher that saves a stitch in time, my esteemed Bunter.” 
  Bunter grunted, and devoted himself to the foodstuffs. He had started him innings long before the rest, but he was “not out ”  at the finish. He was still going strong when the other fellows left the inn and discussed the route for the afternoon’s march. Only a sudden suspicion that they might leave him eating, and start without him prevented a famine from occurring in Cowgate that day. Bunter tore himself away from the table while the inn’s supply of foodstuffs was still unexhausted, though seriously depleted. He looked very fat and shiny when he rolled out, and seemed to move with difficulty. 
  “ I say, you fellows —” 
  “March !”  said Bob Cherry. “All ready ! ”  
  “I say, what about starting to- morrow ? ”  suggested Bunter. “ This is a jolly comfortable inn, and the grub’s good—distinctly good I Nothing like starting on a hike early in the morning.” 
  “ Good idea !“ agreed Wharton. “You start early in the morning, old fat bean ! We’re starting now!  Good-bye !” 
  And the hikers started. 
  “Beast!  ” snorted Bunter. 
  And he rolled after them. 
  Lord Mauleverer also had a suggestion to make. 
  “It’s a good idea,” he remarked casually, “ to take it easy the first day. I believe bikers always do You gradually warm up to the work, you know.” 
  “Quite a good idea.” agreed Bob. “ If you fellows agree, we’ll do only twenty miles this afternoon  —”
  “Oh gad!  ” 
  “And thirty to-morrow  —”
  “Help! ” 
  “And settle down to a regular fifty a day later on.” concluded Bob gravely. 
  “Ha, ha, ha!  ” 
Lord Mauleverer grinned faintly. As a matter of fact, his slim and graceful lordship was as good a walker as any in the party. Lazy as he undoubtedly was, he had taken his full share of the baggage—a little trifle that Billy Bunter neglected. Bunter, however, had his lunch to carry, so there was no doubt that he was the heaviest loaded of the hikers. 
  Bunter was soon in a state of perspiration, not to say a state of stew. The August sun was warm, and passing cars left a good deal of dust on the road. Bunter had not looked forward to a hike as a means of enjoyment. Now that he was fairly landed in it, it seemed less enjoyable than ever. 
  “What about a rest ? ”  he asked, after a quarter of an hour. 
  “Turn off here.” said Bob, at the corner of a shady Surrey lane. “ We don’t want to stick to the high-roads.”  
  “I say, you fellows—” 
  “Roll on, thou fat and flabby Bunter —roll! ” said Bob, parodying Byron. 
  “Wouldn’t you like a rest, Mauly?  ” 
  “Yaas.” 
  “Stop, then,” said Bunter. ‘We’ll stop together, old chap. and those silly idiots can sweat on if they like. Sit down here. You’d rather rest here with me than tramp on with those fatheads, 
  “Not quite,” grinned Mauly; and he tramped on. 
  He glanced back, rather keenly, when the corner was turned. From somewhere in the distance behind came the sound of a car. Going at an easy pace the juniors sauntered along the shady lane, under wide green branches. It was a winding lane, with hawthorn hedges and trees, and a stile here and there. Bob Cherry looked back presently. 
  “Rotten road for a car.” he remarked.
   “There’s a car behind us, somewhere!| said Nugent. He grinned. “I wonder whether it’s Pon?  ” 
  “Pon!  ” repeated Lord Mauleverer. “Is Pon about?” 
  “Mauly doesn’t know the jolly old story.” said Bob. 
  And as they walked onward, his lordship was entertained by the narrative of Ponsonby’s mysterious pursuit of Bob’s Holiday Annual. 
  “Must be potty!  ” said Mauleverer. “Do you fellows really think there’s a car behind us? ” 
  “Sure of it.” answered Bob.  “Must be Pon. It must be simply crawling, not to have passed us long ago.” 
  “Keeping out of sight.” said Nugent, with a nod. “Rather a lark to halt, and let Pon come up. I’ve got an apple to shy at him.” 
  “Oh, don’t let’s do that !“ exclaimed Lord Nauleverer hastily. “Let’s keep on. I’m enjoyin’ this fearfully.” 
  “I say, you fellows, let’s stop and see if it’s Pon,” said Bunter, as the hikers reached the foot of a steep hill. 
  “Shut up, Bunter !” 
  “Beast !” snorted the fat junior, wiping the perspiration from his fat forehead, and dreading the climb ahead, 
  The pace was easy, but not easy enough for Billy Bunter. A couple of yards per hour, with the going level, would have suited Bunter, the hiker. He rolled on, perspiring. That steep bill seemed endless to Bunter. As they strolled on their leisurely way, there came, every now and then, the sound of a pursuing car to the ears of the hikers. The Famous Five could not doubt that it was Pon’s car. There was no imaginable reason for a car to crawl behind them at a snail’s pace, keeping carefully out of sight, unless it was in pursuit of the hiking party. 
  Still, Pon was free to follow them if he liked. If he overtook them and asked for trouble, they were prepared to hand out all he wanted, and then some! So they hiked on regardless. 
  A couple of hours, which seemed like a couple of centuries to Billy Bunter, elapsed, before the party halted for tea. They halted under shady trees by the side of a shady lane, where they sat in thick, rich grass, and rucsacks were unpacked. And as they disposed of their tea they watched the lane by which they had come, to see the car appear. But it did not appear, and no sound was heard from it, 
  Evidently the pursuer was keeping out of sight, following them when they progressed, and halting when they halted And after tea when they hiked on again, an the delicious cool of a summer evening, the sound of a car, still out of sight, floated to their ears on the breeze. The pursuer was still on the track. 

                        THE ELEVENTH CHAPTER. 

                                      Camping Out ! 
“I SAY, you fellows  —”
  “Cheese it, Bunter I” 
  “I’m tired I” 
  “Seventy-nine.” said Bob Cherry. 
  “What do you mean, you silly ass— seventy-nine?  ”  
  “I mean that’s the seventy-ninth time you’ve told us you’re tired.” 
  “Ha, ha, ha!” 
  “Beast !“ groaned Bunter. 
“We’re looking for a camp, old bean,” said Nugent soothingly.  “We’re all ready for a rest now. You tired, Mauly ? ”
  “Yaas.”
  “Well, we can’t camp here,” said Bob, looking round. 
The hikers had had a good rest over tea, and the sun was setting when they resumed their way. They marched cheerily under the golden sunset, and were still marching when the sun was gone, and the moon came up over the Surrey downs. Bright and clear, the moon sailed overhead, shedding silvery light. They were looking now for a suitable spot to camp for the night. 
  Bunter, of course, proposed to make for the nearest inn. They had passed quite a number of inviting-looking inns and Bunter blinked at every one with a longing, yearning blink. But Bob Cherry declared that it would be a sin and a shame to pass such a glorious night under a roof. Besides, putting up at inns wasn’t really hiking. Inns were kept in reserve for rough and rainy nights. 
At the present moment they had struck rather a bad patch so far as camping was concerned. They were in a lane bordered on one side by the high park walls of some extensive estate; on the other by a wide ditch and a high hedge. So they had to keep on. 
  “I say, you fellows!  ” 
  “Bow-wow!  ”  
  “I’m tired !” 
  “Eighty!  ” said Bob. 
  “Beast!  ” 
  Bunter plugged on. 
  “Blessed if I shan’t be glad to see a spot to camp !” remarked Harry Wharton. 
  “The gladfulness will be terrific.” 
   “What about a lift in a car?  ” asked Lord Mauleverer. 
   “Is that what you call hiking, fathead? ” 
   “And where are we going to dig up a car?” asked Johnny Bull. 
  “Well, there still seems to be a car following us.” said Lord Mauleverer.   “I’ve heard it a lot of times.” 
  “That’s Pon’s car, fathead !” 
  “I don’t really think it’s Pon’s car. What about stoppin’ —”  
  “Rats!” 
  “And gettin’ a lift  —”  
  “Rot!’ 
  “We could all pack into the car —” 
  “How do you know, ass?  You haven’t seen Pon’s car.” 
  “Oh!  ‘Hem! I—I think— Well, let’s try it on.” said Mauleverer. “ Run along in the car to a nice place for campin’—what? ” 
  “Catch Pon givin’ us a lift! ”  
  “I feel sure it’s not Pon’s car.” 
  “Who else would be following us up like this, ass ? Anyhow, we’re not getting lifts.” said Johnny Bull. “ Rats!  ” 
  “1 say, you fellows  —”  
  “Dry up. Bunter !” 
  Groan! 
  “Here’s a place!  ” exclaimed Bob Cherry suddenly. 
  “Oh, good!” 
  It was a delightful spot. The high hawthorn hedges along the lane gave place to a fence. On the other side of the fence could be seen a small field— green and grassy, glistening in the moonlight. It was the sort of field that a hiker dreams of, but does not often capture. It had a gentle slope to it, was surrounded by trees, and there was a bubbling brook that leaped and danced. The hikers leaned in a tired row on the fence, and gazed at it. 
  “Ripping !“ said Nugent, with a sigh of relief. 
  “Topping ! ”  
  “The topfulness is terrific!  ” 
  “Hallo, hallo, hallo ! Look at that though !” said Bob, pointing to a board nailed on a tree. 
  On that board was painted an inscription, always familiar, but never welcome, to the eyes of hikers: 

              “TRESPASSERS WILL BE PROSECUTED.” 

  “Oh, rotten ! ”  said Harry. 
  |Chance it !” suggested Johnny Bull. “That sort of stuff is gammon, mostly, They can’t really prosecute a chap. Still —” 
  Harry Wharton shook his head.  “Property’s property.” he said.  “We’ve no more right to borrow a man’s land than he has to borrow our tent. If we could find the owner and offer to pay  —”
  “Hallo, hallo, hallo ! Who’s this?” 
  The hikers discerned a man sitting on the fence, under one of the trees.  They had not observed him at first as he sat in the shadow. But the scent of a cigarette came to them ; he was smoking. He took the cigarette from his mouth, and gave them an agreeable nod. 
  “Good-evening, laddies!  ” he said genially.  “Hiking—what! ” 
  “Just that.” said Bob. 
  “Lots of them, in this weather, about here,” said the man, with the cigarette. ”Good thing, too, if you ask me. Brings business to country places. Look at that field of mine, for instance. What do you think I get when I let it for grazing?” 
  “Couldn’t say.” answered Bob. 
  “Fifteen shillings a year.” said the man on the fence. “ Believe me or believe me not, that’s all that field will fetch for grazing. When I let it to hikers, I get as much for a single night. 	I can tell you this, young gentlemen— I’m always pleased, for one, to see hikers about.” 
  That was good news to the Greyfriars hikers. Finding the owner of the field on the spot, and finding him glad to see hikers, was distinctly a relief. Fifteen shillings for camping for the night, however, seemed rather steep, and they gathered that that was the charge. 
  “Well, we’d like to camp here tonight, Mr.—” 
  “Hooker! ” said the man on the fence, “I dare say you’ve heard of Hooker’s Farm, if you know this country.” 
  “No; we’re strangers here.” said Harry. “This field would suit us down to the ground; but—” 
  Mr. Hooker caught on at once. 
  “Well, look here, of course you agree to do no damage, and clear up all rubbish before you go!  ” he said. 
  “Of course.” 
  “Make it ten bob, then,” said Mr. Hooker, getting off the fence. “You don’t look the sort to leave all the gates open, and burn a man`s grass right and left with fires, and leave broken bottles for the cattle to tread on.” 
  “I hope not.” said Harry, laughing.
  “It’s a go, then.” said Mr. Hooker, “and if there’s anything you’d like sent down from the farmhouse, I’ll send it down. Milk—or cheese—” 
  “Oh, that’s all right—one of us will come up and fetch it—” 
  “Hold on, though—now I come to think of it, things are a bit short.” said Mr. Hooker. “I forgot that ! No, I’m afraid I can’t supply anything in the way of food—if you’d come along yesterday, now—” 
  “All serene—we’ve got lots of stuff .” said Bob. “Thanks all the same, Mr. Hooker.” 
  “Not at all.” 
  The man came out of the shadow of the tree, into the clear moonlight, and the juniors, looking at him, saw that he had rather a hard, sharp face—not at all like a ruddy and good-natured farmer. However, Mr. Hooker’s looks were his own affair; and there was no doubt that they were very glad to meet him there. 
  He threw open a gate in the fence. 
  “There you are! ”  he said. “1 dare say you’ll get going by nine in the morning; I shall have to turn the sheep in then.” 
  “ Long before nine!  ” said Harry, with a smile. 
  “That’s all right, then.” Nr. Hooker held out a rather grubby hand, evidently for the money. “I mayn’t see you before you go,” he added, “and —of course, I can see that I could trust you, but some hikers don’t remember to pay before they go—” 
  Harry Wharton  placed a ten shilling note into Mr. Hookers grubby palm. He was well aware that there were hikers, and hikers; and he did not blame Mr. Hooker for wishing to be paid in advance. 
  |Thanks.” said Mr. Hooker, “I fancy you’ll find you’re all right there. Mind, no bits of paper and bottles about— whatÉ” 
  “Rely on us.” 
  “Good-night, then, gentlemen.” 
  “Good-night, Mr. Hooker.” 
  The man with the hard face and the cigarette faded out of sight up the lane. Gladly the hikers walked into the inviting field, and shut the gate after them. There was a log under the trees within, and Billy Bunter promptly sat down on it. That was Bunter’s contribution towards camping. 
  The other fellows set busily to work. 
  Up went the tent, in record time, pegged safely out. There was an ample supply of food in the rucsacks for supper; and there was no need of a fire, on a warm summer’s night. In a cheery mood, the hikers sat down to supper and ate it with the keen appetite given by a long walk and fresh air. 
  “Jolly place, and no mistake,” said Bob Cherry, with his mouth full of egg-and-tomato sandwich. “Lucky we dropped on the owner, too !” 
  ‘‘The luckfulness was terrific.” 
  “I say, you fellows, are there any jam-tarts?” 
  “Nix ! ”
  “You might have packed some jam-tarts!  You know I like them!  Are there any doughnuts?  ” 
  “Just as many as the tarts!  ” 
  “Did you bring a jar of jam?” demanded Bunter. 
  “Yes, we’ve got a jar of jam.” 
  “Oh, good!  Hand it over! Got a tablespoon?” 
  Bob handed the jar of jam, and the tablespoon, to the fat Owl, under the impression that Bunter was going to ladle out a portion of jam on his plate. Bunter’s intentions, however, were rather more wholesale. He lodged the jam-jar between his fat knees, and proceeded to ladle out the contents into his capacious mouth. The hikers gazed at him as if fascinated. 
  “That’s the only jar of jam!  ” said Johnny Bull, in a deep, sulphuroua voice. 
  “Well, never mind, ” said Bunter, “it will be enough for me. It’s not a lot I eat, as you know.” 
 “Oh gad!  ” murmured Lord Mauleverer. 
  “Not bad jam.” said Bunter. “Not like our cook makes at Bunter Court, of course. But not bad!  I could do with another jar, really!  But don’t bother about me—I can make this do.” 
  And Bunter made it do I He finished it to the last spoonful. But the last spoonful he did not finish. Johnny Bull rose to his feet, and jerked away the tablespoon of jam from Bunter’s fat hand, before ho could dispose of it. The next moment he slipped it down Bunter’s podgy back. 
  “Urrrrgggh! ” spluttered Bunter. “You—you—you beast!  Wow ! I’m all sticky ! What the thump—wow ! Oooogh!” 
  “Ha, ha, ha!  ” 
  “You wanted all the jam.” said Johnny. “Now you’ve got it!  And the spoon, too ! And I’ve a jolly good mind to give you the jar, on your nut.” 
 “Beast!  ” 
  Billy Bunter was the first to turn into the tent.  He was rather anxious to get at that tablespoon. 

                              THE TWELFTH CHAPTER. 

                                       Done In the Dark! 

BOB CHERRY had rather a thoughtful expression on his face, and a glimmer in his blue eyes. He strolled about the moonlit field after supper—thinking. 
  Once or twice, during supper, the juniors had heard the sound of a distant car; once they had caught the flash of headlights through trees and hedges. But they had not seen the car itself. Whoever it was that had tracked them an cautiously and persistently since leaving Cowgate, he had kept out of sight, and was out of sight still. But it was certain that he was not far away—skulking somewhere in the dusky shadows, with his lights off. And Bob was thinking of him. 
  He came back to the camp. Frank Nugent and Lord Mauleverer had turned in, and Hurree Jamset Ram Singh had followed their example. But Wharton and Johnny sat up till Bob came back from his stroll. 
  “You, men tired ? ”  asked Bob. 
  “A bit!  ” said Johnny, with a yawn. 
  “Wouldn’t like a little walk?” 
  “Not an awful lot.” 
  “And a scrap?  ”  
  “A whatter?” 
  “Scrap !” 
  “You howling ass, have you dug up a tramp to scrap with, or do you want to scrap with the moo-cows in the next field?” demanded Johnny. 
  Bob Cherry grinned. 
  “I was thinking of Pon.” he answered. 
  “Oh, blow Pon! ” yawned Wharton. “Let’s turn in. I’m sleepy.” 
  “I rather think Pon might wake us up I” answered Bob. 
  “Eh!  Why?” 
  “What do you think he has followed us for?” said Bob. “He’s after that giddy Holiday Annual, of course. They can’t mean to follow on for ever, with nothing to do but to watch the backs of our heads while we hike. If they mean .anything at all they mean to rush us when we’re camped, and get hold of what they’re after.” 
  “Oh.” said Harry, sitting up, “I hadn’t thought of that!  Of course, that must be the game.” 
  “Well, what about carrying the war into the enemy’s country?” said Bob. That car’s parked not very far behind us. Instead of waiting for Pon to drop on us, let’s drop on Pon!  What?” 
  “Good egg! ” said Johnny Bull, getting up.  “Three of us will be enough 
—there’s only three of that crew.  Iftheir chauffeur chips in, we’ll mop him up too. Let’s!” 
  “Good egg! ” agreed Wharton, “Pon can’t have followed us for anything but trouble, and he may as well have the trouble at once.” 
  And leaving the camp sleeping behind them, the three juniors walked across the field to the gate, and went out into the moonlit lane. 
  The moon sailed bright over the treetops, like a great shining silver plate. Under the wide-spreading branches, however, it was dim and dusky. 
  The three walked quietly down the middle of the lane, peering into the shadows right and left as they went. 
  They were certain that the car had followed them to within a short distance of their camp, and stopped, and they had no doubt of spotting it before they had gone very far. 
  Indeed, from the sounds they had heard during supper, they were fairly certain that it had followed them quite close to the field; and then turned back, as if the pursuer had desired to make absolutely certain that they had stopped for the night. 
  So far as they could se it could be nobody but Ponsonby; and if it was Pon, his object was unmistakable. And it seemed an excellent idea to carry the war into Africa, so to speak, and deal with the Highcliffians before they got going, 
  “Hallo, hallo, hallo!  ”  murmured Bob Cherry suddenly, “Look!” 
  He pointed. 
  At a little distance, parked under the deep shadow of the trees by the roadside, they dimly made out the shape of a motor-car. It showed no lights; but a red spot glowed close by it, which evidently came from a cigarette. 
  “That’s it ! murmured Johnny Bull. “One of ‘em smoking!  ” whispered Bob. “Highchiffe style, you know!  I dare say the rest are snoozing in the car—waiting for it to get a bit later before they drop in on us—what?” 
  “Looks like it?” agreed Wharton. 
  “We’ll give ‘em a bit of a surprise!  ” grinned Bob. “Quiet!  I dare say that’s Pon smoking—he would be! Collar him and have him over, and sit on his head, and then we’ll root the rest out of the car!  By the time we’re done with them they won’t be thinking of surprising our camp—they’ll have got the surprise themselves!  ” 
  “What-ho! ” murmured Johnny Bull. The Greyfriars fellows crept on in the shadows of the trees, their footsteps making no sound on the grass beside the lane. 
  It was certain, beyond the shadow of a doubt, that this car, parked in a dark corner in a lane that led from nowhere to nowhere, was the car that had trailed them all the afternoon. 
  No ordinary motorist would have been there at all. That was all the Greyfriars fellows wanted to be certain of; and they were certain of it. 
  Under the thick branches of oaks and beeches at the corner the darkness was intense. It was difficult to make out even the outlines of the car. Obviously, that black spot had been specially chosen for keeping out of sight. 
  Only the glowing red tip of the cigarette guided them to the fellow who was smoking. They could not see him in the dark, but they made out that he was sitting a few feet from the car, apparently on a log. The scent of tobacco came to them at last, and they knew that they were very close. 
  “Now !”  whispered Bob. 
  And he led a rush. 
  “Oh !” came a startled exclamation. 
  The next moment the smoker rolled over, under Bob Cherry’s hefty grasp. He pitched headlong into the grass, and Bob sprawled over him. 
  “Got him !” gasped Bob. “Get after the other rotters you men !” 
  “You bet!” chuckled Johnny Bull. 
  And Wharton and Johnny ran to the door of the car. 
  “Urrrrrrggh !” came from the half-seen figure sprawling and wriggling under Bob. “Grooogh! Oooooh! Wooooooooooh ! 
  “Ha, ha, ha !”, yelled Bob. “Your own fault, old bean! Ha, ha, ha !”
  The cigarette had dropped from the smoker’s mouth on to his neck when Bob whirled him over. Judging by his wild shouts, he found the hot end far from agreeable. 
  “Yarooh!  Yow-oooooh !” He struggled. 
  “Nothing doing, my pippin!” chuckled Bob, settling himself on the heaving chest beneath him. “I’ve got you! Take it calmly!  Hallo, hallo, hallo!  Have you men got the other rotters?” 
  “Nobody in the car !” called back Wharton. 
  “Where the dickens are they, then? ” 
  “Blessed if I know !” said Johnny Bull. “Seems to be nobody about but that sportsman you’ve baggcd ! Is it Pon?  ”
   “Can’t see him! Strike a match !” 
  “Urrrggh!  Gerroff !” came in gasping tones from under Bob. “You mad young idiot, gerroff !” 
  “That doesn’t sound like Pon’s voice !” said Harry. “My hat!  Have you bagged their chauffeur?” 
  Johnny Bull struck a match. In the flickering light the three juniors looked at the upturned face of the man wriggling under Bob. Then they gave a yell: 
“Jackson !” 
  It was a chauffeur. But it was not Pon’s chauffeur! It was Lord Mauleverer’s chauffeur ! 

                          THE THIRTEENTH CHAPTER. 

                                        Only Jackson ! 
“JACKSON !” gasped Bob Cherry. “Jackson !” stuttored Harry Wharton. 
  “Jig-jig-Jackson !” stammered Johnny Bull. 
  Bob Cherry rose to his feet. Jackson sat up. He gasped for breath, and fumbled at his neck, where he was feeling the effects of the hot end of the cigarette. 
  “Urrrrrgh !”was his first remark. 
  The juniors stared at him blankly in the shadows. It was Lord Mauleverer’s chauffeur; so evidently it was Lord Mauleverer’s car. Obviously, the pursuer that afternoon had not been Ponsonby of Highcliffe at all, as they had rather naturally taken for granted. It had been Jackson! 
  “What the thump?  ” gasped Bob. 
  “Urrrgh ! I’m burnt !” gurgled Jackson. 
  “Urrggh!  What did you jump on me for?” demanded Jackson. 
  “We took you for somebody else, you silly ass! What have you followed us from Cowgate for ? ” demanded the captain of the Remove. 
  “That fathead Mauly !” roared Bob. “I remember now he said several times that he didn’t think it was Pon following us!  He jolly well knew ! 
  “Must have told this silly ass to follow !“ said Johnn Bull. “That’s why he suggested stopping for the car to come up and give us a lift. 
  “The silly ass !” 
  “The blithering idiot !” 
  Bob Cherry burst into a chuckle. 
  “That’s Mauly’s idea of hiking !” he said. “A car following on to give a fellow a lift if he gets tired!” 
  “Urrrrggh !” said Jackson. 
  He picked himself up, still fumbling at his neck. 
  “Poor old Mauly!  He never got the lift, after all !” said Harry Wharton, laughing. “How long did Mauleverer tell you to keep this up, Jackson ?“ 
  Jackson grinned. 
  “Until further orders, sir !” 
  “Well, you’re getting your further orders now ! Get going for home !” 
Jackson shook his head. 
  “I’m afraid I can’t, without his lord ship’s instructions, sir!” 
  “Oh, quite!” said Bob Cherry “I’ll go and fetch his jolly old lordship, and he will give you your instructions. Come and lend a hand, you men, in case his dear old lordship doesn’t care for a walk at this time of night.” 
  “Perhaps I’d better follow you sir, in case his lordship doesn’t care for a walk.” said Jackson. And he followed the juniors back to the camp field. 
  All was peaceful when they arrived there. From the tent came the hefty snore of Billy Bunter and the regular breathing of three other sleepers. But all ceased to be peaceful when Bob Cherry put his head into the tent and bawled: 
  “Hallo, hallo, hallo !” 
  “Oh gad !” came a startled voice. “Is that an earthquake !”
  “What the thump— yawned Nugent. 
  “What is that terrific and preposterous row?  ” 
  “Mauly—turn out, Mauly !” roared Bob. 
  “Can’t!” 
  “Why not? ”
  “Tired !” 
  “Poor old chap, he’s tired !” said Bob, “1 shall have to help him!  Turn on a light, somebody !” 
  Wharton flashed an electric torch into the tent. Bob Cherry jerked off Mauleverer’s blanket, grasped his lordship by the nearest ankle, and pulled him out of the tent. 
  There was a fearful yell from Mauleverer. 


  As his ankle went with Bob, the rest of his lordship had to follow. On one foot and two hands Lord Mauleverer travelled rapidly out of the tent. He sat down, outside, in the moonlight, as Bob released him and gasped. 
  “!  You blithering idiot! Wow! You dangerous maniac! Yow ! Ow!” 
  “Your lordship’s chauffeur is waiting for your lordship’s orders.” chuckled Bob. “Cough up the order for home.” 
  Mauly’ s chauffeur !” exclaimed Nugent, staring out of the tent at Jackson. “What the thump—” 
  “It was Mauly’s car following us.” grinned Bob. “We jumped on Jackson, thinking he was Pon —”
  “Oh,my hat I’’ 
  “Mauly, you blithering owl—”  
  “Oh dear!  ” gasped his lordship, blinking at Jackson. “Jackson, you ass, I told you to keep out of sight unless you were wanted! ”
  “So he did!  ” chuckled Bob. “But we thought it was Pon’s crowd on the trail, and went back to surprise them! And we caught Jackson! ” 
  “Oh gad!  ” 
  “Now order him to hop it for home, Manly!  ” 
  “I—I say, it—it’s rather a good idea to keep the car handy !” urged Lord Mauleverer. “A fellow might got tired —”
  “Is that what you call hiking? ”  
  “Yaas. ”  
  “Then you’ve got a lot to learn about hiking. Jackson’s waiting patiently for his orders for home. Manly ! This time we’ll hear you give the orders, you spooling slacker.” 
  “Ha, ha, ha !” 
  “But—but I—I think—” 
  “You think you’d rather keep Jackson on the trail with the car?” 
  “Yaas.” 
  “Think again.” suggested Bob. “Keep on thinking till you think it’s the best idea to give Jackson orders for home. We’ll wait till you make up your mind to it. But so as not to waste time we’ll bump you while we wait—” 
  “Here, I say— Oh gad!  Stoppit!  ” yelled Lord Mauleverer, as Bob Cherry and Johnny Bull grasped him and swept him off the ground. 
  Bump! 
  “Whooooop ! ”
  Bump! 
  “Yaroooooh !” 
  Bump! 
  “Get going, Jackson!  ” yelled Lord Mauleverer, “Get going for Mauleverer Towers at once!  Don’t stop till you get there!  Yow-ow-ow! ”  
  “Ha, ha, ha!  ” 
  “Yes, my lord!” grinned Jackson. “If your lordship’s sure you won’t want me any more, my lord—” 
  “Oh, quite!  Oh gad! Oh crumbs! Leggo, you lunatics!  Good-night, Jackson! Get out! Oh, my hat!” gasped Mauly. 
  “Yes, my lord! ” 
  “Ow! Wow!  Leggo! Ow!  ” 
  “Ha, ha, ha!  ” 
  Jackson walked out of the field. A few minutes later the hikers heard the car starting-up in the distance. Jackson, probably, was glad enough to go. Anyhow, he went. 
  “That’s that!  ” grinned Bob Cherry. 
  “I say, you fellows—” 
  “Hallo, hallo, hallo!  Bunter awake ? ”  exclaimed Bob. “Did your snore wake you up, old fat man? I fancy it’s been waking all the cows and sheep for a mile round.” 
  “Beast!” Bunter blinked out of the tent. “I say, I heard what you fellows were saying!  I say, Mauly, don’t let the car go, old man!  It’s a jolly good idea to keep the car. If I’d thought of it I’d have brought one of the cars from Bunter Court.” 
  Lord Mauleverer grinned. 
  “Keep the car.” urged Bunter. “Look here, Mauly, keep the car and we’ll travel in it together, and these fellows can walk as much as they like. See? We’ll sit in the car and chat, and—” 
  “On the whole,” said Lord Mauleverer, thoughtfully, “it was rather a good idea to send that car back. We really don’t want a car.”  
  “Ha. ha, ha! ” 
  “Well, I want a car, see! ” hooted Bunter. “I prefer a car. Of all the selfish beasts—” 
  “Mustn’t be selfish, you men,” said Bob gravely. “If Bunter wants a car he’d better have a cat.” 
  “I should jolly well think so!” snorted Bunter. 
  “I put it to the meeting.” said Bob. “We’ll stop at the first place where there’s a telephone, and Bunter can phone home to Bunter Court for a car. Make it the Rolls, Bunter—I prefer a Rolls.” 
  “Agreed !”  chuckled Nugent. 
  “Passed unanimously,” said Johnny Bull. 
  “The agreefulness is terrific.” 
  Billy Bunter blinked at the hikers. The point having been unanimously conceded, Bunter ought really to have been pleased and satisfied. Yet he looked neither pleased nor satisfied. He snorted. 
  “Beasts!  ” he remarked 
  And he rolled back into his blankets. Apparently Bunter was not going to phone home to Bunter Court for the Rolls. Certainly it was improbable that a Rolls would have arrived from that magnificent abode. 
  The juniors chuckled, and turned in. Jackson was gone, and Foss & Co. were not in the vicinity. They rolled in their blankets, and slept the sleep of the just, lulled, perhaps, by Billy Bunter’s melodious snore. 

                           THE FOURTEENTH CHAPTER, 

                                     Light on the Mystery! 

“EARLY to bed—” 
  “Yaw-aw-aw! ” 
  “Early to rise —” 
  Snore !
  “Makes a man healthy, wealthy, and wise !” 
  “Yaw-aw-aw-aw! ” 
  The Famous Five were up in the summer dawn, and had taken a dip in the stream under the trees. But Lord Mauleverer and William George Bunter seemed utterly indifferent to the attractions of becoming healthy, wealthy, and wise. They were still fast asleep when the Famous Five came back to the tent, and Bob Cherry proceeded to wake 
them up.  
  Lord Mauleverer yawned, and Billy Bunter snored. In vain Bob pointed out the way to health, wealth, and wisdom. Mauly continued to yawn, and Bunter to snore. 
  However, Mauly ceased to yawn as the Co. grabbed him and jerked him out of the tent. Then he yelled instead, and, resigning himself to his fate, trotted down to the stream for a dip. Billy Bunter went on snoring till Bob rolled him out, and then his snore, like Mauly’s yawn, was changed into a yell. But Bunter did not resign himself to his fate like Mauly, neither did he make for the stream for a dip. Bunter had no use for morning dips. 
  “Beast!  ”. roared Bunter. “Lemme alone! I’m not getting up yet.” 
“Just time to dip before brekker,” said Bob. “We want you to cook the brekker, fatty.” 
  “Shan’t !” 
  “Well, we’ll cook, and you can wash up afterwards.” 
  “Catch me washing up !” 
  “Aren’t you going to bathe in that jolly old stream, Bunter? You won’t get a chance every morning.” 
  “No!  ” roared Bunter. “I don’t need such a lot of washing as you fellows— I’m not dirty! ” 
  “Lend a hand!  ” said Bob cheerily. “A wash will do Bunter good!  I remember he washed once last term at Greyfriars, and he looked quite a different man afterwards. ”  
  “Ha, ha, ha! ” 
  “Beasts !” roared Bunter. “Leggo!  Leave off shoving me, you rotters !  Whoop! ” 
  Splash! 
  Bunter rolled into the shallow stream, under the propulsion of the Famous Five. Leaving him to splutter there, the cheery hikers proceeded to get breakfast. 
  The oil stove was set up and lighted, and Bob Cherry wielded the frying-pan. Eggs were poached, and rashers fried at a great rate, while Nugent sliced bread, and Johnny Bull buttered it, and Wharton attended to the kettle and the tea. Breakfast was ready by the time Mauly and Bunter had finished dressing, and there was no doubt that Bunter looked all the better for his involuntary dip. He sat down to breakfast with a shining morning face, and a tremendous appetite.  Of course, Bunter had to grouse or it would not have been Bunter. 
  “Tea!” he said. “I’d rather have had coffee!  Didn’t you fellows bring any coffee?” 
  “Lots P’ answered Bob. 
  |We1l look here, I’ll have coffee,” said Bunter. “ Who’s going to make it?” 
  “Don’t all you fellows speak at once.” said Bob Cherry. 
  The hikers did not speak at all—they chuckled. 
  Billy Bunter blinked round a grinning circle through his big spectacles. 
  “Who’s going to make the coffee?!  ”  he repeated. 
  “The who-fulness is terrific!  ” remarked Hurree Jamset Ram Singh. 
  “You don’t want tea? ” asked Johnny Bull. 
  “No!  ” snorted Bunter. “ I don’t ! At home my special footman always brings me coffee in the morning.” 
  “Well, if you don’t want the tea, there it goes!  ” said Johnny cheerfully, and he tipped over Bunter’s cup into the grass. 
  “Why, you—you—you siIly idiot !” gasped Bunter. “ Is there any more in the pot?” 
  “No!” 
  “Then what am I going to do?” shrieked Bunter. 
  “Go without !” 
  “Ha, ha, ha!” 
  Billy Bunter glared with a glare that almost cracked his spectacles. He almost made up his fat mind to make coffee, but laziness supervened and he devoted himself to the solids instead. 
  Having packed away as much in the way of bacon and eggs as the rest of the party combined, Bunter felt a little better. 
  He rolled over into the grass in the shade of a tree, rested his podgy back against the trunk, and gave a satisfied grunt. 
  “Did you pack your Holiday Annual, Bob ? ” he asked. 
  “Yes; it’s in my rucsack.” 
  “Hand it out, will you ? ” said Bunter.  “I’ll let you know later when I’m ready to start.” 
  “What about washing-up 7” 
  “Don’t be an ass !”said Bunter peevishly. “You fellows take it in turns to wash-up. Or all of you pile in together. Many hands make light work!  It won’t take you long—six of you!  Don’t be lazy !”
  “Anybody frightfully keen on washing-up, while Bunter squats and reads the Holiday Annual? ” asked Bob. 
  “The answer is in the ridiculous negative !” grinned Hurree Jamset Ram Singh. 
  “Kick him !” growled Johnny Bull. 
  “Hallo, hallo, hallo!  Jolly old Pon !” exclaimed Bob Cherry, as a green car passed in the lane at the foot of the meadow. 
  Attention was diverted from Bunter for the moment. All eyes were fixed on the green Austin. Ponsonby and Gadsby and Monson were in it; and they all stared at the campers in the field. 
  The car did not stop, however. It ran on and disappeared from sight in a few moments. 
  “Looking for us !” remarked Nugcnt. 
  “Well, they’ve found us, if they want us,” said Harry Wharton. “I suppose they’re going to keep an eye on us, and watch for a chance of bagging that blessed Holiday Annual. It’s weird.” 
  “I say, you fellows  —”
  “Shut up, Bunter!  ” 
  “If we’d snooped Pon, instead of Mauly’s shover, last night, we might have made him cough it up.” said Bob.  “I’m frightfully curious to know what he wants that Annual for. It beats me hollow! ” 
  “The hollowfulness is terrific !” 
  “It’s dashed queer!  ” said Lord Mauleverer thoughtfully. “I’ve been thinkin’ about that, you men, since you told me.” 
  “You’ve been thinking?” ejaculated Bob. 
  “Yaas.” 
  “Then you must be fearfully tired, old bean. We’ll let you off your share of the washing-up. Get up, Bunter !” 
  “Beast I” 
  “But I’ve really been thinkin’.” said Lord Mauleverer placidly. “I’d like to look at that jolly old book, if you’ve got it. ”  
  “Here you are! ” 
  Bob sorted the Holday Annual out of his rucsack, and tossed it to the schoolboy earl. 
  Billy Bunter grunted. He had been going to read the Holiday Annual while the other fellows washed-up and packed for the march. But nobody seemed to care what Bunter wanted. It was a selfish world ! 
  Lord Mauleverer, sitting on a log, turned over the pages of the volume. The Famous Five watched him, with a rather amused interest. The mystery of the Holiday Annual beat them hollow, as Bob expressed it. They did not expect much in the way of enlightenment from Mauly.     “Lookin’ for invisible writin’, what?” said Mauly, alluding to the pages that had been scorched at the fire while the book was in Pon’s possession. 
  “I suppose so,” said Harry. “But what makes Pon think that there may be invisible writing in the book is a giddy mystery.” 
  “Had it long?” asked Mauly. 
  “No; I bought it just before the end of the term.” answered Bob Cherry. “It was delivered at the school, and hadn’t even been unwrapped, when we took it out in the boat the last half-holiday. Bunter snaffled it, thinking it was a parcel of tuck—” 
  “Oh, really, Cherry—” 
  “And Pon grabbed it away from him, Bunter never wrote in it in invisible ink, and nobody else touched it—” 
  “Somebody must have!” said Lord Mauleverer calmly. “Pon isn’t a lunatic, and so he must have some reason for what he was doin’. He’s got some reason for believin’ that there’s invisible writin’ in the book, and that it’s worth a lot of trouble to find out. Who had the book that day besides Bunter?” 
  “Nobody that I know of, till Pon grabbed it.” 
  “Well, Bunter ought to know. Did anybody else get hold of this book while you had it, Bunter?” asked Mauly. 
  “Only that man—for a few minutes,” answered Bunter. 
  “Eh?  What man?” exclaimed Bob. “This is the first I’ve heard of any man having had it.” 
  “That smash-and-grab man, you ass! ” grunted Bunter. “I told you he spoke to me in the wood, and got me to take a message to another man at Lantham. I didn’t know who he was then, of course.” 
  “You told us that, but you never told us he had the book,” said Nugent. “What the thump did he want the book for?” 
  “He spun me a yarn about his friend at Lantham having a boy who would like a copy of it.” said Bunter. “He asked me to show it to the man at Lantham. I couldn’t, though, because Pon took it, and that man Smith, at Lantham, was arrested when I got there, and—” 
  “Oh, you benighted ass!  ” exclaimed Wharton. “If you’d told us that before—” 
  “What the thump does it matter ? ” demanded Bunter. “1 don’t believe the man at Lantham had a son at all—in fact, I’m sure he hadn’t ! That brute Parker was just spinning me a yarn, to make me take his message.” 
  “The message was in the book.” said Lord Mauleverer quietly. “Did you see him write anything in the Holiday Annual, Bunter? ” 
  “No. Of course, I wasn’t watching him. He said he’d like to look at the pictures, and I let him.” 
  The Famous Five exchanged glances. The mystery was beginning to clear a little. 
  “Mauly’s on the track.” said Bob, his eyes gleaming. “Bunter hasn’t sense enough to guess what the man was at, of course; but what he really did was to put some message in the book. Blessed if I know how Pon found it out,” 
  “May have seen them,” said Mauleverer. “He seems to have been on the spot—he grabbed the book from Bunter soon afterwards.” 
  “Yes, that’s so.” 
  It was getting clearer and clearer. 
  “Pon must have spotted them, because what he did afterwards proves that he knew there was a message in the book.” said Mauleverer. “That message is what Pon wants to know.” 
  “But I’ve been through the book a dozen times, and there’s nothing in it!  ” exclaimed Bob. 
  “So has Pon—and that’s why he’s searchin’ it for invisible writin’. You can use invisible ink in a fountain-pen.” 
  “Oh, Mauly, old man, you’ll make them sit up when you get into the House of Lords !” said Bob. “What a brain!  ” 
  “But I don’t get on to it.” said Wharton in perplexity. “It certainly looks as if that man, Micky the Sprat, put a message in the book for his pal to read, unknown to Bunter. He may have used invisible ink. But why the thump should Pon want to know anything about it? He can’t be interested in two smash-and-grab raiders who’ve gone to chokey.” 
  “No.” said Lord Mauleverer thoughtfully. “It depends on what the message was about. Pon wants to know. Why? If that man Barker—I mean, Parker— wrote to Jones—I mean, Robinson—” 
  “Smith, you ass !” 
  “I mean, Smith. If he wrote to Smith that he was goin’ to be snaffled, and warned Smith to clear off, or anythin’ of that sort, Pon wouldn’t care two straws. But—” 
  “Well, what?” grinned Bob. “You’re flummoxed now, old man.” 
  “Well, Pon might think there was somethin’ valuable in the message.” yawned Mauleverer. “That smash-and-grab man, I’ve heard, got away with five or six hundred pounds’ worth of jewellery from the shop he busted. He parked it somewhere before he was caught. Looks as if Pon thinks that he was sendin’ a tip to his pal where to pick it up.” 
  “Rot!  ” said Johnny Bull. “Pon wouldn’t walk two steps to do anybody a good turn!  Lot he cares whether the stuff is ever found or not !” 
  Lord Mauleverer smiled. 
  “Might want to find it for personal reasons,” he suggested. 
  “Oh crikey!  You don’t think even Pon would pinch it?” 
  “Nunno!  Pon’s got his limit! But—” 
  “I say, you fellows.” yelled Bunter excitedly. “There’s a reward of fifty pounds for finding that stuff!” 
  “Oh, my hat!  ” 
  “Of course, it was certain that a reward would be offered if the stuff wasn’t found.” said Lord Mauleverer placidly. “Pon didn’t need to be very bright to foresee that !” 
  “Well, my only summer bonnet !” said Bob Cherry blankly. “I’m blessed if I don’t believe Mauly has hit on it! He must have been oiling his jolly old aristocratic brain ! Here, gimme that Annual—if there’s a message in it in invisible ink, we can bring it out by holding it to the stove—” 
  But just then there came an interruption. The field gate creaked as it opened, and a man in a bowler hat, with a big stick under his arm, came striding towards the camp of the hikers. He was a rather powerful man, with a harsh face, and his manner was belligerent. He strode up to the camp, halted, glared at the hikers, and hooted: 
“Now then, what are you doing here?” 

                            THE FIFTEENTH CHAPTER. 

                                           “Pay Up!” 

HARRY WHARTON & CO. stared at the man with the stick. His bullying manner was decidedly unpleasant. And his word surprised them. Without waiting for an answer, he barked on: 
  “Now, then! Out with it! Gipsy gang, camping in a man’s meadows! What? Set of tramps! What? Camping on my land! By gum !” 
  “Certainly we’re camping here ! ” exclaimed Harry indignantly. “We’re leaving before nine—” 
  “Nine! Yes, I’ll see you leave before nine!” roared the big man.    “Cheek!” 
  “It’s not much past eight now—” 
  “And it won’t be much more past eight before you’re run in for trespassing !” barked the big man. “Haven’t you eyes? Can’t you read? Look at that board on the tree! Trespassers will be prosecuted! I’ll get you three months apiece, by gum !” 
  “Oh crumbs !” said Bob. 
  The Holiday Annual, and the elucidation of its mystery, were forgotten now. The sudden eruption of the big stranger into the field drove other matters from the minds of the hikers. 
  “Look here !” said Harry. “I don’t know who you are—” 
  “I fancy anybody in the neighbourhood could tell you who I am !” barked the big man. “Stutters—Joseph Stutters of Stutters’ Farm—and  this field belongs to my farm! Got that? And I don’t allow trespassers, vagrants, or gipsies on my land!”
  “That’s all right, old bean.” said Lord Mauleverer soothingly. “We’re not trespassers, vagrants, or gipsies! We’re hikers! I hope you like hikers?” 
  “Hikers, oh? I’ve seen your sort before! Trapesing over a man’s land, pulling up his fences, burning his wood, frightening his cattle, and—” 
  “Look here! Can it !”said Johnny Bull. 
  “What?” 
  “We’ve paid to camp in this field. Now chuck it, and leave us alone—see? We’re going at nine, or before, as agreed. ” 
  “You’ve paid to camp in this field?” roared Joseph Stutters. 
  “Yes. Ten shillings,” said Wharton. 
  “And who did you pay, I’d like to know ? ”
  “A man named Hooker—” 
  “A man named Hooker!  I’ve never heard of a man named Hooker! Anyhow, this field don’t belong to a man named Hooker, as it’s part of my farm !” 
  “I say you fellows, that man Hooker was spoofing us !” squeaked Billy Bunter. “I say, I thought at the time he looked fishy—” 
  “Fathead! Shut up! Look here, Mr. Stutters, If your name’s Stutters we—” 
  “I’ll let you know whether my name’s Stutters or not, when I charge you at Hogford Police Station !” roared the big man. “Talking about paying to camp in my field! By gum! If you wanted to camp, why couldn’t you come up to my house and ask leave, eh?” 
  “We haven’t seen your house. And that man Hooker said it was his field.” snapped Wharton, “and we paid—” 
  “And haven’t you too much sense to pay a man, without knowing whether it was his field or not?” snorted Mr. Stutters. 
  “Well, we thought—” 
  “You thought !” jeered Mr. Stutter. “Well, if you’ve been done, it’s your look-out ! I hire this field to hikers at ten shillings the night; but I make it a rule that they ask at the house. By gum! Think I don’t want to know whether people are camping in my field or not? S’pose I turned cattle in with a gang of silly hikers about? Might have turned a bull in!”
  “Oh crikey!” gasped Bunter. 
  “Camping in a man’s field without letting him know !” exclaimed the aggrieved Mr. Stutters. “Why, I might have let the field to another lot, not knowing you was here !”
  “But we didn’t know it was your field !” roared Johnny Bull. “That man Hooker said it was his field, and he’d let it to us  —”
  “More fool you! ”  said Mr. Stutters. He pointed with his stick over the treetops, where now that it was daylight, the juniors had a distant glimpse of red chimneys. “There’s the house!  Why couldn’t you walk up to it and find out who was the owner?  What ? ”  
  “Well, perhaps we might have been a bit more careful.” admitted Wharton “But as we found the man sitting on the fence, and he said it was his field  —”  
  Snort from Mr. Stutters! 
  The juniors looked at one another. Now that they came to think of it, they realised that they had taken that stranger, Mr. Hooker, on trust. Now it seemed that he was some rogue, who had no right to let anybody into the field, and who had coolly and unscrupulously “done” them for ten shillings. They hoped that they might meet Mr. Hooker again while on the hike! 
  “Well, we’ve been spoofed!  ” said Frank Nugent. “But —”  
  “That’s your business.” said the big man; but he calmed down considerably.  “If you’ve been taken in, p’r’aps you ain’t so much to blame. But you can’t wonder at a man being annoyed, finding people camping on his land when he’s ready and willing to give leave at a fair price if they take the trouble to ask at his house.” 
  “Yes, that’s right enough,” admitted Wharton. “We’re sorry  —”
  “The sorrowfulness is terrific, my esteemed Stutters! ”  said Hurree Jamset Ram Singh; a remark that made the big man jump a little. 
  “Well, you’re here!  ” said Mr. Stutters. “Swindled or not, you’re here, and I s’pose you ain’t denying that?” 
  “Well, hardly ! ”  agreed Bob. “We’re here all right! ” 
  “Well, then, if you do the fair thing, we’ll say no more about it” said Mr. Stutters. “I s’pose you don’t expect me to let strangers came in my fields for nothing, because they re fools enough to be diddled by some rogue and vagabond ? ”  
  “N-n-no 1” said Harry.  “But —”  
  “We’ve paid once! ” growled Johnny Bull. 
  “That doesn’t cut any ice, if we’ve paid the wrong man. ” said Harry, with a grimace. “I suppose Mr. Stutters is entitled to be paid!  ” 
  “You never said a truer word!  ” assured Mr. Stutters.  “And I’ll tell you this much, you ain’t going without paying, because I’ll call my men to lay hold of your traps if you try to bilk me.” 
  “Oh, cheese it! ” grunted Johnny Bull. 
  “Look here ! ”  roared Mr. Stutters, laying hold of his stick, and looking rather dangerous. “If I have any lip, I’ll  —”
  Johnny Bull looked at him. 
  “I said cheese it, and I mean cheese it.” he said coolly. “You won’t handle that stick hero, Mr. Stutters! You’ll go head-first into the water if you do! ”
  “Order, old bean! ” murmured Lord Mauleverer. “The man’s in the right, and we’re not payin’ for polished manners. Let him have his ten bob !” 
  “I say, you fellows, for goodness’ sake pay the man! ” exclaimed Billy Bunter, eyeing Mr. Stutters’ big stick with great uneasiness. “I suppose you ain’t going to diddle him?” 
  “Shell out, then, you fat frog!  ” growled Johnny Bull. 
  “I told you I’d left all my money at home at Bunter Court—” 
  “Then shut up!”  
  “Beast!”  
  “ Yes, shut up, Bunter!  ” said Harry. 
“But Mauly’s right, you men. If we’ve paid the wrong man, it’s up to us to pay the right man, I suppose. We’ll scrag that rascal Hooker, if we come across him again.” 
  “The scragfulness will be terrific !“ 
  “The awful rotter!  ” said Nugent. “Taking us in, and pulling our leg! I suppose we’d better pay!  ” 
  And ten shillings were collected and handed over to Mr. Stutters. 
He looked a little more amiable as he received the money, and slipped it into his pocket. 
  “Well, fair’s fair.” he said. “That’s all right!  And, look here!  You can stay the rest of the day if you like, I ain’t wanting the field till this evening. Stay as long as you like till then.” 
  “That’s all right.” said Harry. “We shall leave before nine. We want to get on our way. I’m sorry we camped without leave, as it turns out  —”  
  “Well, never mind that.” said Mr. Stutters. “But let me warn you, young man, not to pay any rogue who asks you for money, without finding out first whether he’s got any right to ask. See? Keep that in mind, and you`ll find it’s a good tip—useful to remember.” 
  And Mr. Stutters stalked away to the gate, turned into the lane, and disap peared. 
  “May as well get moving,” said Bob. “We’ll leave the Holiday Annual over till we camp again. It will take a jolly long time to go through it. Now, Bunter, why haven’t you washed-up?’ 
  “Oh, really, Cherry—” 
  “Yaas, I can’t say I like Mr. Stutters’ manners.” remarked Lord Mauleverer. “The sooner we get off his land the better.” 
  All the hikers were agreed on that. A can of water was dipped from the stream, and the washing-tip commenced. Billy Bunter sat down to rest under a tree to watch the process. He sat and rested for about half a minute, after which space of time. Bob Cherry trickled a jug of water down the back of his fat neck. Bunter leaped up in great haste. 
  “You silly idiot!  ” he yelped. “What are you up to?” 
  “Aren`t you going to help wash-up?” 
  “No!” roared Bunter. 
  “Then you’ll have another jug of water —”
  “Keep off, you beast!  ” howled Bunter. “I’m going to help!  I—I—I want to! I was going to, all along. Keep that jug away, you maniac ! ”  
  “Ha, ha, ha!  ”  
  And Bunter helped. 
  Washing-up over, the bikers proceeded to pack. The tent was taken down, and all hands were busy, when a gate in the hedge on the farther side of the field, which the juniors had not noticed before, opened, and a large, stout man with a red face stood in the gateway and stared at them. 
  “Hi! ” he shouted, 
  The hikers looked round. 
  “Hi!  What are you doing in my field? Get out ! ”  shouted the fat roan. 
  “I’m turning the bull into that field.  Get out!  You impudent young rascals, what do you mean by camping in my field—what?” 
  The juniors gazed at him. The red- faced man came towards them, with a very angry expression on his face. They could only gaze at him. He looked like a farmer, and, according to his words, he was the owner of the field. It seemed to be raining owners of that particular field! 

                       THE SIXTEENTH CHAPTER.

                                      “Hook It!” 

“My only hat! ” ejaculated Bob Cherry at last. 
  “I say, you fellows—” 
  “Look here, who are you?” demanded Johnny Bull. 
  The red-f aced farmer stared at him. 
  “Me? I’m Brown—John Brown, if you want to know. And what I want to know is, what the thunder are you doing in my field? Lucky I spotted you before I turned the bull in.  He’d have had some of you !” 
  “Oh gad!  How many thumpin’ owners has this field got ? ”  asked Lord Mauleverer, in wonder. “Sure this is your field. Mr. Brown?” 
“Well, I ought to know, as I’ve farmed this land for forty years.” said Mr. Brown. “What do you mean, hey ?“ 
  “Diddled again I” yelled Bob Cherry. “That blighter with the stick—” 
  “Get out!” The farmer pointed to the gate. “I’m going to turn the black bull into this field. He don’t like strangers.” 
  “Oh crikey!  ” gasped Billy Bunter. 
  Billy Bunter started for the gate on the lane at a run. He did not want to stop and ascertain whether the bull liked him. He knew that he did not like bulls. Bunter crossed the field to the lane at about 60 m.p.h. 
The other fellows did not stir. They were a little excited and a little angry. Twice they had paid for permission to camp in that field, and now it looked As if Mr. Stutters as well as Mr. Hooker, was a spoofing rogue who had taken advantage of their unsuspiciousness. They were not going to take a third owner on trust. It was really not to be expected. For all they knew, Mr. Brown might be another rogue of the same kidney as Mr. Hooker and Mr. Stutters. 
  “Are you going,” roared the farmer, “or are you waiting for me to lay my whip round you—what?” The red-faced man had a heavy cartwhip under his arm. He slipped it down into his hand. 
  “Keep that whip to yourself! ” growled Johnny Bull. “You’ll get hurt if you don’t. This is another dashed rascal like the others, you fellows, and we’re not paying any more, that’s flat.” 
  “No fear !” said Bob. “There’s a jolly old limit! ” 
  “I’ve told you to go!  ” roared Mr. Brown, 
  “And we’re telling you to go and eat coke !“ retorted Johnny Bull.     “We’ve paid to camp here —”  
  “Rubbish! I never let my land for camping. I never allow vagrants on my land. Get out !” 
  Mr. Brown cracked the whip. 
  “We’ll get out when we’re ready to!  ” answered Johnny determinedly.  “I tell you we paid a man named Hooker last night—” 
  “Never heard of him.” 
  “And a man named Stutters came along half an hour ago and said it was his field, and we paid him—” 
  “Never heard of him, either.” 
  “And now you come along and say it’s your field, and we jolly well shan’t believe a word of it unless you prove it.” said Johnny. “And you can shut up and be blowed! ” 
  Mr. Brown’s red face became quite purple. 
  “Hold on! ”  exclaimed Lord Mauleverer hastily. “If it’s really this man’s jolly old field— 
  “How do we know?” demanded Johnny Bull. “That man Stutters gave us a tip about that—laughing in his sleeve, the cheeky rotter! But it was a good tip, all the same.’ 
  “Get out! ” roared Mr. Brown. 
  “We’re going out when we’ve finished packing,” said Harry. “Ten minutes or ao—” 
  “You’re going now!  Get out!  I’ll lay my whip round you!  ”
  Perhaps Mr. Brown, the genuine owner of that field, had cause to feel angry. He found hikers camped there without leave, in spite of his “Trespassers” board. He was a busy man, and had no time to waste, and the hikers refused to heed his injunctions to depart on the instant. So perhaps it was not surprising that he whirled his whip in the air and brought the long lash round the legs of the nearest of the hikers. 
  But that, so to speak, tore it. Twice the hikers had been diddled over that unlucky field, and they were not at all certain that the red-faced man was not a third diddler. And a lashing whip round their legs was neither grateful nor comforting. 
  Johnny Bull gave a roar as he got it, and jumped at the red-faced man. Bob Cherry jumped at the same moment. Mr. Brown found his stout legs hooked from under him and his stout person came down in the grass with a heavy bump that almost shook Mr. Brown’s field. 
  “Oooooop !” gasped Mr. Brown, as he landed. 
  “There, you cheeky ass! ” roared Johnny Bull. “Now keep your dashed whip to yourself, you thumping fathead, see?”  
  “Oooogh!   I—I—I’ll  —”  spluttered Mr. Brown. He scrambled up, landing out wildly with the cartwhip. 
  “Oh, my hat ! Collar him! ” 
  “Bump him!  ” 
  “Scrag him ! ”  
  “Yaas, by gad!  Mop him up!  ” 
  Six exasperated schoolboys rushed on the angry Mr. Brown. He went down again with another heavy bunp. This time Bob Cherry grabbed the cartwhip away and tossed it into the branches of the nearest tree, where it remained. 
  Mr. Brown, spluttering with fury, struggled. In the excitement of the moment his hat was crushed over his ears. 
  It was a gasping, panting, spluttering, and frantically excited Mr. Brown that dragged himself way at last from the grasp of the equally excited Greyfriars fellows. 
  “Now travel! ”  hooted Johnny Bull.  “Get out, or you’ll get some more 
! 
  “The morefulness will be terrific! ” 
  Mr. Brown gurgled. 
  “Tramps!  Vagrants!  Grooogh ! ”  he gasped. “You wait a minute, till I turn the bull into the field ! He’ll shift you, my black bull will!  You jest wait a tick, that’s all !” 
  Gurgling for breath as he went, Mr. Brown spluttered away to the hedge gate by which he had entered. 
  “Oh, gad!  ” murmured Lord MauIeverer. “ I really fancy we’ve got to the right owner of the field at last, old beans!  That sportsman sort of seems genuine.” 
  “Well, we’re going.” said Harry Wharton, with a breathless laugh. “If he’s really the owner, the sooner we go the better. Stick those things together anyhow, and let’s hook it ! ”  
  “Oh, my hat!  Listen!  ” exclaimed Bob Cherry, as a deep bellow came from the adjoining field, into which Mr. Brown had disappeared. Evidently there was a bull!
  Bellow! 
  “Time we started, I think!  ” murmured Lord Mauleverer.  “That doesn’t sound to me like a good-tempered bull ! ”  
  Gathering up their goods and chattels, without waiting to finish orderly packing, the hikers started for the gate on the lane. That gate was shut, and over it, ftom the safe side, Billy Bunter was blinking through his big’ spectacles. 
  The Greyfriars fellows disdained to run, but they walked rather fast. There came another bellow from the next field, and a huge animal appeared in the hedge gateway — a gigantic black bull, with red eyes and tossing tail. There was no doubt about the bull now—there he was!
  Bob Cherry, glancing back, saw him come careering into the meadow, and gave a gasp. 
  “Put it on!  ”
  “I say, you fellows !”  yelled Bunter, from the lane. “He’s after you! ” 
  Harry Wharton looked back. He did not want to run. But at the sight of the careering black bull he ran!  So did the other fellows! 
      The bull was coming across the field after them with his head down!  It was no time to stand on dignity! Arguing with that bull at close quarters was a matter that could only end in favour of the bull! 
  “Go it!  ” gasped Wharton. 
  And they ran like the wind. 
  Bellow!
  “I say, you fellows, he’ll get you !” yelled Bunter. “I say, he’s close behind you, Cherry !  I say  — Yarooooooh!  ” 
  Billy Bunter roared, as the half- packed tent was hurled over the gate into the lane. It landed on Bunter, enveloped him, and flattened him down on the earth. From under the flapping canvas came muffled roars from the Owl of the Remove. 
  “Whooogh!  Ooooogh ! Oh, you silly ass ! Oh, you beast!  Urrrgh!” 
The hikers did not heed Bunter! There was no time to heed Bunter! They fairly flew over the gate into the lane. 
  Jumping and scrambling and stumbling they landed there, and the bull, evidently disappointed, paraded the field, bellowing. 
  “Oh, my hat!  ”  gasped Bob Cherry, as he picked himself up. “ Oh crumbs!Lucky bulls can’t climb gates !” 
  “Oh dear ! ”  
  “Where’s Bunter? ” 
  “Groooogh!  I say, you fellows !| A suffocated squeak told where Bunter was. “ I say, lemme out ! Lemme up!  Drag off that putrid tent!  Grooogh  —”
  “Ha, ha, ha!  ” 
  The tent was dragged off Bunter. He sat up, gasping. On the safe side of the gate Harry Wharton & Co. proceeded to finish their packing. It was finished very soon, and the burdens adjusted to the backs, and they were ready to start. 
  “Come on, Bunter!  ” 
  “Oooogh ! I’m out of breath !”  gasped Bunter. “Chucking things at 
a fellow!  I’m not starting yet! Grooogh !“ 
  “If the bull should get through that fence  —”  remarked Bob thoughtfully. 
  “ Eh ? ”  
  “There’s rather a gap —”  
  “ Wha-a-t! ”  
  “Still, if Bunters not ready  —”
  “ I’m ready ! I say, you fellows, let’s get off ! What are you hanging about for ? For goodness’ sake, let’s start !” 
  And Bunter started—at a run ! And the hikers, grinning, followed him. Looking back, they had a glimpse of the red-faced Mr. Brown, trying to get his whip out of the tree. What he was thinking of doing with that whip when he recovered it they did not feel disposed to linger and inquire.  They were tired of Mr. Brown and his bull, and they went on their way, leaving both behind. 
  The first night’s camping had been rather exciting. But the Greyfriars hikers did not allow that to worry them. Hill and dale, sunny down and green meadows opened before them as they hiked on with cheerful faces. 
THE END. 
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